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CHAPTER 1 


Leap into Darkness 

I T was almost daylight. Ahead of them the cold darkness of 
the early morning sky waited for the first pale fingers of 
light. 

It should be almost time now. Hearnc glanced again at the 
watch on his wrist, and fingered his kit. Everything was ready. 
Underneath his flying suit, in the inside pocket of the torn, 
shabby jacket, were the tattered letters and photograph and 
the identification papers. He felt for them once again, and 
caught a sympathetic smile from the gunner who had moved 
up close beside him. So he was to be helped safely off the 
premises. . . . He grinned back to the boy, and nodded re- 
assuringly. He wouldn’t need much helping — ^not after the 
last three weeks and the practising he had been through. What 
had worried him most had been the thought of interception 
by enemy aircraft, or of being spotted after he had left the 
plane. That wouldn’t be at all pleasant, dangling between 
heaven and earth with some blighter grinning as got you 
fair and square in his gun-sight. 

But the twenty-two-minute journey was almost ovar : only 
one more minute to go. The engine was suddenly silent, and 
the pilot waved a bulky glove. 

** That is when you get ready,” he had told Hearne cheerily, 
over their last cup of hot chocolate, “ Second time I wave is 
good-bye and good luck,” 

Hearne rose and stood as he had learned during the past 
three weeks. The boy at his elbow steadied him for a moment. 
Hearne cursed his own clumsiness. These fellows seemed to 
move about as easily as if they were in their mess-room. The 
gunner’s fingers tapped sharply on his forearm. All set? ” 
diey spelled quickly in Morse. 

Hearne nodded again. His eyes hadn’t left the pilot, 
silhouetted black and shapeless against the lightening eastern 
sky. How long, Hearne was wondering, how long did it take 
to glide from twenty thousand feet to six? He was answered 
by the movement of the padded arm. Good-bye and good luck. 
Well, here it was at last. The gunner had enough sense to 
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8 ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 

Stand clear, thank heavens: he could choose his own spUt 

second. 

** Good luck, yourselves ! ” Hearne called over his shoulder. 
He saw the gunner begin to crack that warm grin of his, and 
the thumb go up. And then he was diving through bleak grey 
air. He started to count. 

“ Not too soon, not too late,” he reminded himself. ‘‘ Take 
it easy and don’t think about what happens if the damned 
thing doesn’t work.” But what if it didn’t? His sudden fear 
was as cold as the air through which he hurtled. However 
much he practised, he never got rid of these moments of panic. 
He restrained himself in time from pulling the rip-cord. Not 
yet : the longer he fell, the quicker, the ^er. Perhaps. He 
pulled the cord. It wasn’t going to work. It wasn’t going to 
— ^then the sudden jolt to his plunging body, the feeling of 
being pulled up backward into the sky again, the abrupt change 
from the hurtling drop to slow-motion floating, contradicted 
him. He took his first breath since he had left the plane. 

Drifting down to the colourless, formless land, he strained 
his eyes towards the sky. In the east the heavy black curtain 
was riowly rising to show a steadily broadening river of light. 
Its edge which touched the darkness flowed greyish-green; 
and even as he Vatched a streak of flame lined the horizon, 
and fhe earth and clouds took shape. Then from the west he 
heard the sound of the plane’s mc^ors. They must have glided 
round to get well over in that direction before they had started 
climbing again. They had given him every chance, anyway. 

He looked down at the fields, swaying gently beneath him. 
They were no longer formless. Dimly he could see the 
triangular outline of a wood on a small ridge just to the south- 
That was what he had hoped for, that was what they had 
aimed at. Cheery lot of coots, he thought gratefully, remem- 
bering the gunner’s grin. Pity they couldn’t be here to see how 
ncady they had landed him almost on the doorstep. 

He pulled on the ropes so that he would keep clear of the 
trees. And then the last few feet suddenly shortened, and the 
ground seemed to rise up to meet him. It was unexpectedly 
rough : from above it had looked so smooth and simple. As 
he landed, his right arm reached high above his head to grasp 
the control rope and the clip on his belt automatically released 
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the parachute as it pulled him forward. He was thoroughly 
jarr^. That was all. 

From above, he had thought at one moment that he was on 
top of the trees, but actually he had landed almost a hundred 
yards from them. He must have pulled on the ropes too much. 
Still, you couldn’t expect everything to be perfect, and a 
hundred yards was better than being noosed up in high 
branches. Around him were fields which were half moor- 
land. No house was in sight. He looked up again at the 
eastern sky. It was a uniform pale grey, bleaching slowly but 
dangerously. Now there was Hght enough to see : very soon 
there would be light enough to be seen. 

Hearnc rose to his feet from where he had fallen, and started 
to pull the parachute’s folds loose from the clump of gorsc 
bushes against which they had blown. It was slow work, and 
seemed all the slower because every minute was precious. He 
must reach the trees before the light strengthened, and he 
couldn’t leave the parachute billowing here as a landmark. 
He pulled savagely, gathering the flapping silk into a rough, 
cumbersome bundle. Holding it in front of him, his arms filled 
with its softness, he half ran, half stumbled, towards the wood. 
The groxmd was rough but not treacherous, and the gorsc 
bushes in their sparse clumps were now useful. He ducked 
down behind them, gathering the parachute more tighdy as 
its folds slipped from his arms, cursing its maliciousness. It 
seemed to take a pleasure in thwarting him. Its weight had 
doubled. 

He finished the last twenty yards in a despairing spurt. . . . 
The trees closed in around him, and he fell grotesquely on top 
of his burden. He buried his face in its folds to smother die 
gasps which shook his body, and then, as he felt himself stifle, 
he rolled stiffly over on to his back. Burning liquid welled up 
suddenly in his dry throat. And then at last he could breathe 
normally again, and the cold air was drying the sweat on his 
face. He lay, waiting for the heavy heart-beats to quieten, 
watching the leaves above him suddenly waken at the touch 
of the morning breeze. In the world outside a lark was singing. 
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CHAPTER 11 Gone to Ground 

H earke waited until the pounding of his blood had stopped. 

Then, gathering the parachute once more in his arms, he 
dragged it farther into the wood. He moved quietly and 
capably, like a man who had so often imagined this moment 
that his movements were almost mechanical. When the under- 
growth was thick enough to please him, he halted and eyed the 
ground round the bush he had chosen. He went to work with 
his clasp-knife, cutting the turf into neat squares, stacking 
them methodically at his side. The loam under them he 
scoc^ed out with his hands. It took time, but in the end he 
was satisfied. He had packed the parachute into the hole he 
had scraped, thrusting it tightly down under the thin straggling 
roots of the bush. On top of the parachute lay his flying suit 
and helmet, and over them all were spread the thick rich soil 
and the sods, fitted together as neatly as the bulging earth 
would allow. He had worked lying uncomfortably flat on his 
stomach. Now he crawled out from the thickness of the bush 
to find some twigs and leaves and, with luck, some stones. 
These he scatter^ over the parachuters grave, covering the 
gapmg cuts between the sods. After two such journeys, he had 
finished. The evidence was well buried. 

He looked at the unfamiliar watch on his wrist. Three hours 
ago he had joked with the red-haired pilpt over a last cup of 
hot chocolate. Three hours ago he had stood on English earth. 
Three hours ago he had been Martin Hearne with twenty- 
seven years of his own life behind him. Now he was Bertrand 
Corky, with twenty-sk years of another man^s life reduced 
to headings and sub-headings in his memory. He looked down 
at the faded uniform which had been Corlay’s, felt once more 
for the papers in the inside pocket. 

All set? the gunner had asked. 

Well, that would be the last time he would listen to English 
for some weeks. Ail set. . . . He patted the pocket of the 
tunic with his earth-stained hand, and smiled grimly. From 
now on, he would not only have to speak, but think, in 
French, 



GONE TO GROUND II 

He moved slowly westward along the wood, keeping parallel 
to the open stretch of fields, so that he would not wander too 
far into the maze of trees. He still moved cardEully and quiedy, 
but he was less worried. He had plenty of time, now that he 
had got rid of the parachute and flying suit. Once he got far 
enough away from where he had buried them, he would find 
some place to lie hidden until night came again. Fourteen 
hours ahead of him for thought; for sleep, if he felt safe 
enough. Yes, there was plenty of time, and plenty to think 
about. He would review all the details he had learned by 
heart, all the movements and expressions he had memorized. 
Nothing which he had discovered in the past three weeks must 
be neglected. 

At last he found his hiding-place under a small, unimportant- 
looking tree, with a tangle of bramble bushes behind him and 
a screen of bracken in front. When he lay stretched out tmder 
the tall curling fronds of the fern, he fdt safe. Barring 
accidents, such as a rabbit-hunting farmer and his dog, there 
would be litde chance of anyone stumbling across him. And 
a farmer wouldn't be surprised to find a dimevcilcd poUu wait- 
ing for the daylight to fade. There were many of them, this 
summer dt 1940. 

It was cold and damp, but the discomfort sharpened his 
mind. He thought of Corlay in his white hospital bed in 
England, and smiled wryly as he felt the heavy dew soak 
efficiently through his clothes, as he watched the black insects 
clinging to the underleaves oiE the bracken. Well, if Ccarlay’s 
hip-bone hadn't been shattered on the way out of Dunkirk, he 
might have been doing this job himself. And if Matdxews 
hadn't been examining a boat-load of French and Belgian 
wounded after it had arrived at Folkestone; if he hadn't seen 
the unconscious Corlay, believed he was Hearne, and ffien 
notified Military Intelligence that one of their men had just 
got back in an uncomfortably original way, then this scheme 
would never have been born in Matthews' fertile brain. That 
was like Matthews. He must-have mulled it all over in his 
mind for a couple of days, and out of his sardonic amusement 
had grown the germ of an idea. 

Well, I’m damned,” he would say. Well, I'm damned,” 
And then he'd begin to think of a use for stich an «traordinary 
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likeness, specially when he learned more about the Frenchman 
and where he came from. That was like Matthews. He never 
wasted an opportunity. Two days after he had seen Corlay, he 
had not only the idea shaping nicely, but also the go-ahead 
signal from his own department. 

Strange bird, Matthews, thought Hcarne, and rolled over 
on his side to ease a hip-bone. He took some deep breaths, 
tautened his muscles to warm himself. His clothes would dry 
when the sun really got into this glade. He*d be warm enough 
then. Strange biro, Matthews; he sort of sensed things coming. 
He’d cook up some plan, keep it simmering imtil the right 
moment arrived, and then dish it up piping hot. The right 
moment in this case had been a week before the Franco- 
German armistice. It was then that he sent for Hearne. 

“Glad you got back in time,” he had begun, and smiled 
qui^y. Hearne knew that smile. He waited, wondering 
what was coming this time. 

“ How would you like to spend a summer in France? ” 

That meant he was going to spend a summer in France. He 
allowed hiimdf objection — nc^ that Matthews would show 
that he had ever notic^ it. 

“ But Fve just come back from there.” Thirty-six hours ago, 
Hearne add^ under his breath. 

“ Brittany, this time.” Matthews gave his imitation of a 
benevolent Santa Claus. “ That should interest you, Hearne.” 

It did, in spite of the fact that for the last month he hadn’t 
slept in a clean bed, or seen anything which might be remotely 
called a bathropm. Hearne saw his leave and the quiet com- 
fort his flat evaporating as quickly as August rain on a hot 
London pavement. 

“When do I go? ” he asked. Brittany . . . wdl, that was 
something. 

“ In about two or three weeks. That is, if things go the way 
they arc shaping. Looks bad, at the moment. If there’s a 
separate armistice, then we shall use you, because every French- 
man who can get back to his home will then make a bee-line 
for it. A lot of them won’t get back; and there will be some 
with the guts to fight on. But you are to be one of the French- 
men who do get back, and stay there.” 

“ Home? ” Hearne was incredulous. Home meant rcla- 
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tivcs, and complications. He had never tackled anything so 
domestic as that. 

And then Matthews explained about Corlay. 

“ Here’s all the official knowledge about him,” he ended, 
pushing a folder across his desk to Hcarne. “ All checked and 
amplified by a French Intelligence chap — ^Fournier, he’s called 
— ^who will be one of those who fight on, so there’s no danger 
of the wrong people learning about our interest in Corlay. 
You’ll find 3iat Fournier has done a pretty good jd>. He 
included a detailed map and description of the district. Saint- 
D&>dat is the name of the village. Know it.? ” 

Hearnc shook his head. He had no idea where it was. He 
searched his memory in annoyance. Hell, he thought, Brittany 
is supposed to be my pigeon. 

“ North or South Brittany? ” he asked at last. 

"‘North. Just south-west of the town of DoL Within 
walking distance of the railway-line from Rennes to Saint- 
Malo. Near enough Dinan to admire the canal. Close enough 
to the main north road from Rennes.” Matthews was speaking 
slowly, underlining the importance of the towns with the 
inflexion of his voice. “ And also,” he added, “ not so very 
far from Mont Saint-Michel, and our old friends Ehiclos and 
PlAec, if you must send us news about your health.” 

Hearne smothered a smile. Matthews was at his old trick 
again of coating the pill lavishly with sugar. He liked to make 
his assignments sound like a Cook’s tour. 

Duclos is still there? ” Hcarne asked. 

“ Yes, and very useful he will be from now on. I am rather 
afraid his archaeological researches are going to be disturbed.- 
Then, for emergency use only, you will find another friend 
outside Saint-Malo. Fournier guarantees him. You’d better 
talk to him about this man of his before you leave.” 

Hearne nodded. “ And I’ve to take moonlight strolls round 
the railway-line and road and canal? ” he asked. 

There was almost a smile on Matthews’ face. “ You arc being 
sent to this farm so that, within a patch of about two hundred 
square miles, you can find information which will fit neatly 
into the reports which we hope to get from all the other 
patches of two hundred square miles. Then, when all die 
pieces of the jigsaw puzzle are fitted togcthti^ we shall 
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have a working idea of German intentions. Now, here arc the 
particular pieces of information which we need. First, we want 
to know if North Brittany is being fortified and garrisoned 
for defence; or is it being prepared as a base for an attack on 
the British Isles? If so, then just in what way are the Germans 
preparing to attack? If airfields are being constructed, then 
they arc aiming for our southern ports and our shipping lanes. 
If huge masses of troops and boats arc being prepared, then 
our south-west flank is in danger/’ Matthews stabbed at the 
map on the desk in front of him. *‘The Devon Coast, the 
Bristol Channel, Southern Ireland. Brittany is just the right 
position to try for these places. So look for airfields, troop 
movements, types of supplies being sent by road and rail and 
canal, new construction works, underground dumps, gun 
installations. You may not sec much sense in what you 
observe, but your report will fit neatly into the other reports 
we’ll receive. When we fit them together, they' will make a 
pretty pattern. So don’t even let the little things escape you. 
Work at night. I think you’ll find plenty of material for your 
usiKtl precise reports. Anydhing you pick up will |^rf>ably be 
useful.” 

There was a note in Matthews’ voice which raised Hearne’s 
eyes from the map to the older man’s face. Anything you fic\ 
up .. . Was that inflexion on the you intended ? If it were, 
then that was high praise. 

Matthews was speaking again. I don’t tiiink you’ll find 
this a difficult job.” Again there was that hint erf emphasis on 
the you. “ I think,” he was saying, ** I think we can depend on 
you only to follow your instructions, and not to suffer from 
any attacks of misplaced brilliance.” 

Hcarnc’s elation feded, and then he saw the gleam in 
Matthews’ eye, and the repressed smile. He breathed again. So 
Matthews wasn’t displeas^ over his last attack of “ misplaced 
brilliance,” after all. Hearne suddenly thought, perhaps he’s 
giving me this job just because I find it hard to be orthodox 
in my methods. Perhaps he isn’t so much against them as he 
always pretends to be. 

Matthews seemed to guess Hearne’s thoughts. “ Seriously,” 
he said, “ you did a go^ job at Bordeaux, But Fd like you 
to restrain yourself On this trip. No good getting lost to us.” 
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And then, as if he felt he had been too expansive, he added, 
“ Not after all the trouble Tve had in training you.” 

“ Yes, sir,” Hcarne said. 

Matthews’ voice was matter-of-fact once more. I suggest 
you memorize the contents of that folder. You’ll find all the 
necessary data in it, including observations on Cerlay by one 
of his officers and by a man who had known him as a student. 
After you’ve got all that information memorized, you can start 
on Corlay himself. You’ll visit him each day in hospital, for 
two or three weeks. He can talk now. Find out everything 
you can to fill in the gaps. Study his voice, his expressions, all 
that sort of thing.” 

“ What if he won’t talk? The Bretons can be very reticent, 
you know.” 

I think he will. There is a certain amount of questioning 
which all strangers in Britain must go through at this time. 
We’ve never had so many aliens dumped so unexpectedly on 
our shores, and at rather a dangerous moment for us, too. 
There are rumours, even among die wounded, of what’s now 
called the Fifth Column. Fournier has seen Corlay, and 
dropped him that hint. He will talk, just to identify him- 
self.” 

** Well, that sounds more hopeful. . . . You say he looks 
like me? ” 

** Looks? My dear Hearnc,^ he’s the dead spit of you. If 
he could mislead me, you can mislead anyone who knows 
him.” 

” But his mother and father? ” 

Fadier killed in 1917. Mother bedridden. You’ll find it all 
in that folder. I investigated that soft of thing before I called 
you in. Now, if there h^ been a wife . . Matthews smiled, 
and shook his head slowly. When he spoke again, his voice was 
crisp and business-like. think you’re in luck this time, 
Hearne. You’ll learn more about your Celtic poDplcs in a 
month at Saint-Deodat than you did that year at Rennes 
University.” There was the sugar coating being spread on 
again. What made you interested in the Bretons, anyway? 
Was it because you are a Cornishman yourself? ” 

Hearne nodded. “ That, and the fact that I like them, and 
that my father spent all his time in between his sermons writmg 
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about the early British ^inU. A lot thena Mded up im 
Brittany, you know.” 

“ D&dat being one? WcU, that makes one of these nice 
coinddences.” 

“ I can’t think of any D&dat except St Augustine’s son,” 
Heamc said with a smile. 

St Augustine? ” Matthews looked startled. “ Didn’t 
know he was married.” 

He wasn’t,” Hearne said, enjoying the shocked look on 
Matthews’ face. He added, “That was probably during 
Augustine’s ‘ O God, make me pure but not yet,’ period.” 
For a strong Scots Presbyterian, Matthews was reacting in a 
very High Church manner. Hearne grinned amiably. 

“Well, ril be damned,” said Matthews. “Well, I’ll 
be ” 

“That’s about all, then? ” Hearne asked tactfully. 

Yes,” said Matthews. “ Yes. I’ll sec you again before you 
leave.” 

“How do I go?” 

It was Matthews’ turn to smik. “ Just dr<^ in,” he said. 

The sun had come out and with it a swarm of flies, fat 
Hack flies, inquisitive, persistent. But, at least, Hearne was 
beginning to feel dry and warm. He took the map out of his 
pocket to verify his portion again. It was a detailed French 
map of Brittany with wcU-wom creases, stains and a jagged 
tear over the Atlantic corner for good measure. If he were 
questioned, he was to say that this map had been given him 
at Brest after he had arrived there by fishing-beat from Dxm- 
kirk. Better allow himself a slight case of shdl-shock to account 
for the period between Dunkirk and the armistice. Shell-shock 
might be useful later : it could explain any strangeness, any 
lapse of memory. So, with this map, he had found his way 
home to the North of Brittany^ The food in his pocket could 
be explained away, too . , . friendly peasantry department. 
Could be explained away. He smiled grimly at the phrase. He 
would just have to take especial care to-night in his short 
journey to Saint-Dcodat, and then no explanations would be 
necessary to any curious patrol. 

He examined the map for the last time. He must be able 
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to remember the details of the district to the north and west 
of this wood, to reach the toy railway which trailed the main 
road from Rennes to Saint-Malo. It would guide him part of 
the way. The rest would depend on his knowledge of these 
thin and thick red lines and winding black ones. He had looked 
at them so often in the past few days that they were etched on 
his memory as well as on this map. At last he admitted that 
he could do no more, that he must depend now on a combina- 
tion of intelligence and intuition. There would be no moon 
to-night, but if the sky stayed clear the stars would be enough. 
Failing them, it would have to be by guess and by God. 

He settled himself more comfortably in his bracken bed. The 
sweet smell of fern and grass, die warmth of the sun, the 
increasing hum of the innumerable insects, drowsed him pleas- 
antly. He felt himself slipping into light sleep. To-morrow, 
he was thinking, to-morrow Bertrand Corlay would be home. 


CHAPTER III Night Journey 

A COOL breeze awakened him. The bright green of the 
xx bracken and trees was no longer bathed in sunlight. The 
glade had darkened, as if a shade had been pulled down over a 
window. The gentle hum of insects had gone, the birds had 
become silent. There was only the uneasy stirring of branches 
overhead, the anxious rustling of the leaves. Not a pleasant 
sound, Hearne thought, especially when a man was hungry and 
cold. As the dusk deepened, he made an effort to get up. He 
was much suffer than he had even thought. He sat with his 
back against a tree, and ate half of his rations, such as they 
were. The other half he replaced stoically in his pocket. J£ 
he bungled to-night, there would be another day to provide for. 

At last the darkness had thickened enough to let him reach 
the edge of the trees. He walked slowly, even painfully at first, 
but by the time the first stars began to show, he was ready. 

He looked at the North Star, and got his bearings. The fidds 



l8 ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 

ahead seemed horribly naked. In a way, he thought as he left 
the trees, this was something like taking a <hve from a plane, 
except that he didn’t have to wary this time about the 
parachute opening. 

The ground, booming more tamed as it descended, sloped 
gently into a broad shallow valley. The clumps of gorse grew 
more sparsely, much to Hcarne’s relief. It hadn’t been so easy 
to avoid them at first. By the time he had reached the first 
cultivated patch ctf land, he was moving more confidently. His 
stiffness was forgotten, and his eyes had become accustomed 
to the shapes and shadows within the darkness. 

He passed a house, hidden unexpectedly behind some trees. 
A dog barked, and he saw a dull yellow light fill one of the 
windows as a lamp was lit. He felt an extraordinary com- 
pulsion to stay and watch. The glow from the small square 
window reached out into the coldness of the night and held 
hi m there, standing irresolute. Then the dog barked again, 
and the spell was broken. He moved swiftly away. Behind 
him the light still shone, but there was no sound of men’s 
voices or of following f^t. Then other trees and a twist in 
the path blocked out the house, and he was alone in a field 
of straggling corn, hedged with gnarled fruit-trees. 

It was strange how you could be trapped by a moment 
like that, when your control over your movements was sus- 
pended, when nothing seemed to matter anyway. Strange, 
and dangerous. He couldn’t allow himself any off-guard 
moments, he reminded himself grimly. He thought again 
of that light. No footsteps, no men’s voices. When the dog 
had barkoi, the light had appeared so quickly, as if some one 
were lying awake, listening, waiting. A woman, perhaps, 
hoping against hope. This summer, there would be plenty 
of women, waiting and hoping. And he couldn’t allow him- 
self any sentiment, either : that was another luxury he couldn’t 
afford this trip. He concentrated on the fields. 

The faintly luminous hands on Corlay’s watch told him it 
was fully an hour since he had stepped out of the woods. He 
was late. Either he had gone too carefully, or he had missed 
his direction. The discouraging idea that he had landed in 
another part of the Breton coimtryside, after all, began to take 
root. One minute he was calling himself a damned fool; and 
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then the next, he was imagining what he’d use for transit i£ 
he found himself on the steep banks of the River Ranee. It 
should be well behind him. If it weren’t, he’d have a nice cold 
swim ahead of him. He remembered Matthews’ old consola- 
tion; blessed is he who expects the worst, for he shall not be 
disappointed. He walked gloomily on. If he came to a village, 
he could scout out its name. Of course the villages hereabouts 
would all have gold-plated neon signs and — ^and at that 
moment, he almost tripped over the miniature railway-line. 
Not that it was noticeable, wandering so lightheartcdly through 
the grass and flowers, along the hedgerows, and across the 
winding country roads without so much as a by-your-leavc. 
He advanced cautiously along it, moving quietly though the 
shadows. The new moon was not yet born. Only the stars 
lighted the clear sky. 

He passed occasional farm-houses, darkened and asleep in 
the curves of their fields. Now and again there would be a 
village to avoid. Once he came to an unexpected road and a 
small wooden shed which was probably a station — ^nameless, 
in the best railway tradition. Twenty yards away was a hidden 
village, a dozen little stone houses round the inevitable church. 
German notices were posted here on the wall beside which 
he sheltered. But no one stirred. Reassured, he crossed the 
treacherous road, his eyes searching the sleeping village. 
“ Cafe dc France et dc Chateaubriand,” he noted. That 
cheered him up, somehow, in spite of a large white pro- 
clamation with giant black letters shouting after him 
'Be\anntinachungl 

He had reached the protection of some trees. And then a 
shadow moved — ^just there, about fifty yards ahead, in that 
unfortunate patch of open ground. He drew back against a 
tree. Another shadow moved, close behind the first one. His 
eyes followed their careful progress as his mind raced quickly 
from one plan to another. If he kept behind these two men, 
they would slow up his pace. He must circle to his left (for to 
the right lay the main roadway to the coast, and he had better 
keep well clear of that), increasing his speed, so that he would 
pass the two men and come back to the railway-line welj ahead 
of them. 

And then the noise of heavy trucks rumbled across the quiet 

B 
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fields. When they were about a quarter of a mile distant, 
Hearne glanced at the watch on his wrist. It pointed to 10.58. 
The trucks were travelling slowly, probably half blacked out. 
About fifteen miles an hour, he guessed. He strained his eyes, 
but the trees which were spaced along the roadway broke his 
line of vision. Here and there, where the edge of the road was 
clear, he could see black lumbering shapes, like a herd of 
elephants stringing out towards a water-^hole. Yes, fifteen 
miles an hour was about right. He listened patiently, his eye 
on his watch. When the last of the column had reached about 
a quarter of a mile away, and the hum of engines was fading 
towards the coast, the time on the watch was ii.oi. They had 
taken three minutes to pass through half a mile, roughly, at 
about fifteen miles an hour. That would give him almost a 
quarter of a mile of trucks. And many of them had been 
carrying oil : there was no mistaking the noise of the chains 
trailing on the paved roadway, clattering above the hum of 
the powerful engines. 

Ahead of Heame, the two men had fallen flat on the ground. 
When the sound of motors had died away, they moved quickly 
towards the neared cover. They didn’t want to attract any 
German interest, either. But even if they wanted to avoid the 
Nazis, that didn’t mean he wanted to meet them. He moved 
quickly to his left up the sloping hill, working round the edge 
of the patch of open ground in front of him. He set off im^ 
patiently : he was losing time having to make this detour to 
avoid these two blighters. But his temper improved with the 
easiness of the ground. He could no longer see the men, but he 
would allow hunself half a mile before he turned back towards 
the toy railway again. He made it in good enough time, for 
he found plenty of cover. He blessed the Breton habit of 
never clearing their fields completely of trees. He had often 
wondered why the farmers should have taken the trouble, year 
after year, to plough and reap all round every small tree. Now 
he felt grateful to them. 

The half-mile was covered. Time now, he told himself, to 
swerve to his right, down through that small wood. Beyond 
it he would find the railway-line again. It was strange, he 
thought, to slip so quietly and cautiously through this peace- 
ful countryside, past the small stone houses wim their black 
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windows staring at him like sightless eyes, past the sleeping 
people and the brooding church towers, while down in the 
valley the Nazi trucks lumbered along with their death- 
bringing loads. 

He had entered the wood, and, for the second time that 
night, almost fell over the narrow tracks of the railway. 

What the hell he thought, and then cursed silently 

as he realized* that he must have been working his way 
gradually down towards the railway all the time he had 
thought he was keeping parallel. 

And then suddenly a weight hit his knees, two arms were 
tightly locked round his legs, and he pitched forward on to 
his face with a grunt as the wind was knocked out of him. 
When he got back his breath, he found he was pinned to the 
ground. The larger of the two men was sitting astride him 
with a firm grasp on the back of his neck, with a strong knee- 
hold on his arms. 

“ He’s French.” The boy who was squatting in front of 
him, watching him gravely, pronounced die veraict in a low 
whisper. “At least,” the whispered voice went on, “he’s 
wearing a French uniform. But he may be a Jerry. Never 
can tell, these days.” 

“ You should have let me fetch him one, lad,” whispered 
back the weight across Hearnc’s shoulders. The slow drawl 
and flat overtones were unmistakably Yorkshire. 

Hearne thought quickly : maintain he was French and speak 
with a bogus English accent, and he’d still lose time in ex- 
planations; or he could just speak French, and they’d still argue 
whether he was friend or foe. He decided to risk it. 

“ You tackle too high,” he said in English to the big York- 
shireman. The weight on his back shifted. 

“ Eh, what’s that.? ” 

“ You tackle too high. And for Jesus’ sake, don’t raise that 
voice of yours. Do you want to bring a pack of Nazis down 
on us, you bloody fool.? ” 

The Yorkshireman dropped his voice again, but there was an 
angry vehemence in his whisper. “ I never tackled high in my 
whole life.” 

“ Well, that’s no reason to flatten me now, you blithering 
idiot.” 
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Sounds as if be might be English/* the boy remarked. He 
was feeling Hearne’s pockets gently. He removed the revolver 
and slipped it into his own pocket. ** Get off, Sam,” he said 
then. 

“ Not me/* said Sam, and settled his weight more squarely. 
“ Fm fine as I am.” 

Hearnc addressed himself to the thin-faced, anxious boy. 
‘‘ Go on, pick up his moosket for him, Wellington. Do you 
want us aU to be caught.? ” 

“ What’s your regiment.? ” the boy asked suddenly. 

“ Liaison officer,” parried Hearnc. “ Ninth French Army. 
Sedan and points west, ever since.” 

Where did you get these clothes.? ” 

“ Where did you get yours.? ” Hearnc grinned as he looked 
at their blue peasant blouses, ill-fitting jackets and ragged 
corduroy trousers. “ Look here, I could talk much better with 
Sam off my back, and it’s about time we were moving on. Fm 
in a hurry, if you aren’t. And you might remember that Fd 
have used my revolver at once if I had b^n a Jerry.” 

One wrong move from you, me lad, and FU flatten you 
proper,” Sam said placidly, and rose to his feet. He thrust one 
large red fist under Hearne’s hose for emphasis. See.? ” 

I sec,” Hearnc said with a smile. And even if it was 
high, it was a damned good tackle,” Sam only grunted in 
reply, but an answering grin spread slowly over his large face. 
Strange couple, thought Hearnc : the serious, fair-haired, boy, 
thin and haggard, who spoke such precise clipped English, and 
the plain Yorkshireman with his broad back and vowels. 

‘‘ Which way arc you heading.? ” the boy asked. He might 
have been twenty, but he looked more like scvmtccn. 

“ North.” 

** Then we can go on together.” His tone was very definite. 
That would have been his answer if Hearnc had said “ South.” 

“ I don’t want to lose that gun,” Hearnc said. 

The boy smiled. “ FU look after it very well.” He nodded 
to Sam, who took his place behind Hearnc, and set off without 
another word. 

They covered the next throe miles in Indian file, first the boy, 
then Hearne, with the Yorkshireman bringing up the rear. 
The pace was surprisingly good. They only had to slow down 
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twice : once when they circumvented a village, once when they 
struck a broad stretch of completely open ground. Then the 
choice was either a wide detour up a hillside, or a ten-minute 
wait for the cotton-wool clouds to spread themselves over the 
hard, bright stars. The boy, to Hearne’s surprise, chose to 
wait. It amused Hearne to see how calmly the younger man 
had taken the command from the start; and he had taken it 
well. This was the first time that Hearne disagreed with him. 
And then he remembered that compared to these two men he 
was fresh and rested. He could only make a guess at how far 
they had travelled and under what conditions. Even then, 
like ail guesses, his would be short: guesses didn’t tell the 
half of it. He noticed that the boy’s jacket was too thin : 
he was shuddering in spite of himself. Sam had noticed 
that shivering, too. He looked up at the sky and the slow 
clouds. 

“ Blast you and blast you and blast you,” he muttered with 
surprising venom. 

Then die light dimmed at last, and they had a few minutes’ 

f race to cross the open ground. They ran silently with a grim 
esperation. Ahead of them were some trees, beautiful trees, 
lovely trees, gracious trees, noble trees. Hearne sank breath- 
less beside Sam on the cool, shadowed ground. 

I’m a tree-lover for life,” he said, but the others weren’t 
listening to him. The boy, standing so rigid, suddenly groaned 
and moved away. 

“ He’s ill,” said Hearne in alarm, although his voice was no 
higher than a whisper. 

“ Don’t let him hear you say that. He’ll be all right.” But 
Sam was anxiously watching me trees behind which his friend 
had staggered. Hearne started to move, but Sam’s hand 
stopped him. He wouldn’t have you near him. Sort dE 
worries him for anyone to hang about him. He has these 
attacks regular as the clock every hour. Ate something which 
turns him inside out, even when he hasn’t anything left inside 
him to turn out.” 

They lay and waited. “ Pretty bad attack,” Hearne whis- 
pered. 

“Aye,” Sam was more worried than he had pretended. 
“ Plucky lad all right. Come all the way from a prison camp 
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across the Rhine.” He was talking now for the sake of talk- 
ing, Hearnc welcomed that too. 

Were you with him? ” 

No, Met him half-way. I was in Belgium,” 

“ How the devil did you get as far south as this? ” 

There was some of us got lost, and we thought we’d fight 
our way back to the French. Funny, come to think of it. We 
landed in a French part of the line all right, and there we were, 
moving back and moving back, just moving back without ever 
a stand. It was right discouraging, I can tell you. Then they 
told us the fight was off, and there we were slap in t’ middle 
of France. An officer said we were to get a train to where the 
last English were getting off in boats. But the blasted engine- 
driver just spat and said the war was over. Then one of the 
Poles ” 

Poles?” 

^‘Aye, Poles and Belgians and some Czechs and us. A 
proper tower of Babel, I can tell you. Well, this Pole, he had 
been an engine-driver, and we threw the Parley-voo off his cab 
— ^we were all raving mad, that we were, what with fighting 
our way south and then being left high and dry — and we 
started the train.” He pausai and listened. If you don’t 
caind, I’ll go and see how his nibs is now.” He slipped noise- 
lessly into the further darkness of the trees. 

Hcame grinned to himself. And what had happened to die 
train, he wondered. It hadn’t got very far, obviously. He saw 
the two dim shapes returning to his tree. Sam barked his shin 
on a stump, and grunted. 

Black as the Earl Hell’s waistcoat,” he said angrily. 

“Sorry.” It was the boy. He sat down weakly beside 
Hearne. “ Sorry. Tummy all skew-wiff.” He was wiping 
the sweat off his brow with his sleeve. Hearne nodded. Cold 
sweat it would be, and the twisting pains would still be clutch- 
ing at his stomach and bowels. What he needed was a rest for 
a couple of days and a starchy diet to cement him up. 

“Do you know where you are going? ” Hearne asked. 

The boy nodded. “ Got a man’s name at Dinan. He will 
take us in his boat down that river towards the coast.” 

“ Down the Ranee? That sounds O.K. But can you depend 
on him? ” 
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Others have, and managed it. Well, Vm all right now for 
a while. Let’s move.” 

And then once more came the roar of a huge fleet of trucks. 
Hcarne motioned silence, and kept his eyes fixed on his watch. 
When he had finished, he noted that the boy was looking at 
him curiously. 

“Let’s move,” he said again, and his tone was friendlier. 
“ Can you lend us a map, by any chance? I lost mine while I 
was having a spot of trouble with a river, and Fm doing this 
sort of out of my head. We are fairly near Dinan now, aren’t 
we? ” 

Hearne hesitated for a moment. “ Fll put you on the road 
for Dinan. You’ll reach it by dawn,” he said. “ And I can give 
you some stodgy food.” He fished in his pocket and handed 
over what was left of his rations. “ Rest up for a couple of days 
when you get there,” he added. “ Keep warm. Don’t let 
them feed you shell-fish, or cheese, or butter, or heated wine. 
The Bretons believe in a wine toddy. It cures a lot of things, 
but not your trouble. Herbal tea is good, and plain unseasoned 
maegroni or potatoes. It all tastes rotten, though.” 

“ Yes, doctor.” 

. “ And you’d better listen to me. You’ve a long sail ahead 
of you. Now come on.” 

This time Hearne led the way. 

There were still more roads to cross now, little straggling 
roads which twisted and turned from village to village. And 
there was a German patrol to be avoided. They managed that 
by throwing themselves flat into a ditch beside the road which 
they had been on the point of crossing. It was unpleasant but 
effective. The motor-cycles swept past them, and they could 
breathe again in spite of the mud. When they crawled out of 
their hiding-place, Hearne looked anxiously at the boy. But 
the haggard young face gave an attempt at a smile. 

All right for another half-hour, I diink,” he said. Come 
on, Sam; breakfast in bed to-morrow.” Sam only gave that 
slow grin of his. And then they were moving silently again : 
walking, slipping, crouching, crawling, but always moving 
forward. 

They had passed the village Hearne had been expecting. 
There was no mistaking that church tower. Norman-Gothic, 
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English influence, interesting, the guide-books would say. It 
was interesting aU right. This was where they’d branch off, 
and he could make up for the time he had lost. Matthews 
would have been apqplectic if he could have seen him in these 
last two hours. Well, Fm damned,” he would say. Of 
all the infernal stupidity • . 

Hearnc halted. He pointed to a line of trees. “ There’s your 
road,” he said. “ When you reach it, turn left and that will 
take you west to Dinan in six miles or so. FU leave you here, 
now that we are getting towards the towns. Three’s a crowd 
in this game, too.” 

They saw reason in that. “ By the way, what would have 
happened if I had put up a real fight or tried to dodge 
you? ” he asked, as they parted. 

‘*Our suspicions would have been aroused,” the boy said. 
He handed over the revolver to Hearnc. He was beginning to 
shiver again. His eyes were looking towards the line of trees. 

“ In plain English, Fd ’vc twist^ your damned neck with 
my two bare hands,” Sam said amiaUy, and then he noticed 
the shivering too. “ Time to be off, lad,” he added, and taking 
the boy’s arm, pulled him quickly away. Hearnc watched them 
go — ^two shadows as he had first seen fhem, merging cautiously 
into the blackness of the trees. 

“ With my two bare hands,” he repeated to himself. Then, 
‘*Sec, Matthews? ” as if to the stars overhead. 

I wonder, he was thinking, just what did happen to that 
train. Well, he wouldn’t know now. Good thap, that Sam. 
Hcarne remembered how carefully he had listened to his 
advice, about the diet for the boy. Sam would see that young 
man did rest up. Yes, they were a strange couple all right, 
each of them thinking he was responsible for the other. That 
way, even with the odds against them, they might have a 
chance. For a minute Hcarne envied them. The worst of his 
jd> was that he was always so completely alone. But, he re- 
minded himself, that could also be the best thing about it, too. 
He looked at his watch, and smiled to himself as he noted he 
now called it his quite naturally. He had about four hours 
left and twelve miles or so to go. If the ground was easy and 
patrols not too frequent, the distance could be lessened. He 
should manage it all right. 
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As he turned eastward, he felt more confident. In these last 
two hours, he had felt all the old tricks and instincts coming 
back to him. He was covering the ground more quickly now, 
decisions were easier, movements were surer. The footling 
pessimism and nervousness which had attacked him at the 
beginning of this night were gone. When dawn came he 
would be home. 


CHAPTER IV The Sleeping Village 

T he last obstinate stars were fading in the sky when Hearnc 
came to Saint-Deodat. His arrival at this hour solved some 
minor problems for him, for even the early-rising villagers 
would not yet be stirring. He paused on the path which had 
brought him so quickly round the curves of mese last gentle 
hills, past the endless slate-roofed farm-houses, past the or Aards 
and well-tilled fields. And right there, just below where he 
stood, lay Saint-Deodat : fifty, or less, stone houses clustered 
near the church and its soaring towers. Nothing moved. 
There was no sound. It seemed a deserted village, asleep in 
its sheltered hollow. 

Hearne repressed his excitement. He had better sec how far 
wrong he had been in his idea of the place, before he started 
congratulating himself. He had two choices ; either he could 
keep to this path on the hill, rising to the west of the village, 
until he reached the Corlay farm, or he could cut down to the 
road and enter the village at the north end. He chose the 
second course. It was safe enough with the village still asleep. 
Even if some early bird did see him it would be noted that 
he came from the north, which fitted in very nicely with his 
story of walking from the coast. Also, he would feel surer 
of reaching the Corlay farm if he followed the road through 
the village, for there were many small farms all remarkably 
alike scattered over the hillside. It would take some explaining 
if he were to approach the wrong house and claim it as his. 
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Slight shell-shock would hardly be an adequate excuse. Finally 
— and this was the chief reason, he admitted to himself quite 
cheerfully — ^he just wanted to see Saint-D&dat. He had thought 
of it constandy in the last three weeks; he had examined draw- 
ings, memorized descriptions, made his own sketches. He 
knew it forwards, backwards, sideways — on paper. Now he 
had the chance to walk quiedy, slowly, through Saint-D&dat, 
and in the greying light he would see it as it really stood. 

It was a compact litde village. First, there had been the 
church, built in the tenth or eleventh century: the two 
Romanesque towers bore testimony to that. Then, gradually, 
houses had grouped themselves round it; and a narrow road 
found its way up between the litde hills, from the flat plains of 
the north-east. By the fourteenth century, Saint-Deodat was a 
flourishing community. It had a proud castle on the western 
hill, and feudal overlords to bring it relics from the Holy 
Land. In the market-place which had formed itself opposite 
the church, the country people from miles around came to buy 
and sell. " That was when the Gothic part of the church had 
been added by the prosperous, and grateful, villagers. 

Nothing changes had been the proud motto of the casdc. 
Saint-D&dat kept faith with it, although the casdc now lay in 
ruins since its last overlord had abandoned the village for the 
richer graces of Versailles. Hcarne wondered if he had still 
said Nothing changes ” when he had mounted to the guiUo- 
tine. If he were a true Breton he probably did, just to spite the 
howling mob. Even as the blade descended, and the unchang- 
ing Comte had change thrust upon him, his village asserted 
itself for the last time in its history. Its people joined the 
desperate Vendee revolt against the Revolution, and were re- 
warded by the despoiling of thefr castle, the burning of their 
houses, the slaughter of their young men in the market-place. 
Yet their church, although bruised and crippled, still stood. 

The people took courage from it, and when they came back 
from their hiding-places they rebuilt enough of the destroyed 
houses to suit their diminished numbers. The market-place 
once more heard weekly gossip. But after that bloody 1793, the 
inhabitants of Saint-Deoaat avoided trouble by strictly mind- 
ing their own business. And they had succeeded, at the price 
of becoming a forgotten village. 
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Hcarne stopped thinking o£ Saint-Dcodat’s past as he reached 
the narrow road which entered the village. Now he was con> 
centrating on its present. He passed fourteen houses, five of 
them empty (not only a forgotten village, he emended then, 
but a dying one; and a deserted one, in years to come, unless 
something were to happen to rouse Saint-D^odat from self- 
destruction), and he named them as he went. He could no 
longer repress his excitement. There was no doubt about it : 
he could recognize this village. 

That was the house of Trouin, carpenter and candlestick- 
maker. And that belonged to Guezennec, the retired school- 
master. One small school, Hearne remembered parenthetically, 
tucked away behind the trees beyond the houses round the 
market-place, despised because it was the usurper of the educa- 
tion which the Church should have been allowed to continue. 
It hadn’t been so bad when Guezennec had been appointed, 
for he was one of them, and he had been half a priest before 
he became a schoolteacher. But now there was a young 
foreigner in the school, a man from Lorient in South Brittany 
who had studied in Paris. Kerenor was his name. He limped 
badly. He lived in the little hotel on the market square. 

Hearne reached the church. On the far side of the market- 
place facing it were grouped the grain dealer and baker, 
Guerin; the butcher and veterinary surgeon (kill or cure), 
Picrel; and PicrePs mother, the widow who kept the very 
small, very general store. On the north side of the square was 
the Town Hall. On the south was the hotel, where the new 
schoolteacher, Kerenor, lodged. It really was a glorified pub, 
Hearne deckled, with a few rooms to let upstairs for ocxasional 
commercial travellers and stray summer visitors. It was called 
quite logically the H6tel Perro : Madame Perro owned it. She 
came from somewhere in the east of France, had married a 
Saint-D&dat man stationed in Lyons during the last war. But 
her late husband and her twenty-one years’ residence in the 
village were extenuating circumstances. Now she was only 
half a foreigner. 

Beyond the church, the road passed the cure’s house. Hearne 
heard the sound of running water. That would be the stream 
from the western hillside, flowing imder this road into the 
cure’s garden (and there, on either side of the road ahead of 
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him, were the two short stretches of stone wall to prove his 
guess and give the effect of a bridge). But he wouldn’t have 
time now to explore the meadows below the church, with their 
little lake in which the stream ended. The sky was changing to 
a greenish-grey. He increased his pace to pass the last row 
of houses. Another Trouin lived there; and there, another 
Picrel; and some “ negligibles.” The word had been Corlay’s. 
Seemingly the Corlays didn’t know the negligibles.” And 
then he was across the piece of road which formed the bridge, 
and he had reached the path which led west from the road to 
the Corlay farm. 

He paused there for a moment to look back. So that was 
Saint-D^at, or at least the main part of it. There were also 
the small farms scattered around the village. He had a feeling 
that he would know the fields better than the village before 
the end of his stay. It was through them that his business lay. 

The path led him up through a thin wood. And then he was 
walking over Pinot’s land. He could sec the blue, slate roof 
of its farm-house glinting in the first rays of the morning sun. 
He hurried. He was glad of the soft white mist which was 
rising from the grass. 

When the Pinot farm had been safely passed, he let himself 
admit that he hadn’t been exactly enthusiastic about crossing 
these fields. He looked back over his shoulder. Only the last 
edge of the farm-house roof was visible. And under that was 
Anne Pinot. . . . Anne Pinot; just another the minor head- 
aches on this job. And, .by heaven. I’ll keep her minor,” he 
said savagely to himsdf. After all, it wasn’t the first time that 
a man had come back from a war, and had seemed changed. It 
would be better to seem cold rather than to assume affection 
that was false; it would be kinder in the long run, for when 
the war was over the real Corlay would return. Not that 
Corlay had displayed marked sentiment when he had men- 
tioned her name. ** Arranged,” he had said. ** Practical and 
suitahlc. The farm is next to ours. If they were joined, they 
would form the biggest farm in Saint-Deodat, and my mother 
and old Pinot would stop quarrelling about the dovecote.” 

The farm is next /o . . . Why, of course, he must be now 
on Corlay ground. To prove it, he saw the dovecote rising out 
of the mist on his right, a round tower of grey stone with 



T.HE FARM 3I 

a pointed cap of blue slate, marking the border of the two 
farms. He should soon see the Corlay house. He couldn’t miss 
it, not on this path. “Stop it, you fool,” he told himself. 
“ You’re too anxious again. That won’t do.” He could look 
tired, ill, unkempt — and he probably did — ^but not anxious. 
He, Bertrand Corlay, was reaching home at last, weary and 
bitter, impatient of foolish questions and futile answers. He 
only wanted to be left in peace, to brood in his room, to take 
solitary walks over the fields. It would only be natural if he 
couldn’t bear the sight of a German. And all that could be 
convincingly managed if he didn’t start worrying; if, he 
grimly reminded himself, he managed to get through the next 
half-hour. He could almost hear Matthews saying, “ Worry 
before, and you’ll be prepared. Worry afterwards, and you’ll 
keep your feet on the ground. But don’t worry during action; 
that’s fatal.” Well, he had worried plenty in the last three 
weeks over the smallest detail. Even Matthews would have 
been almost satisfied with his preparations. And he might have 
some memories, before he finished this job, which would 
worry him afterwards. But now . . . well, now the Corlay 
farm-house was just fifty paces away. Hcarne braced himself. 

There was a short path of rough stones, patched tc^ether 
in the rich black earth. On one side of the two-storeyed house 
were apple-trees; on the other, a hayfield almost ripe for cut- 
ting. The narrow windows were tightly shut and screened. 
But smoke was thickening above the chimney, as if some one 
had just thrown more wood on the night embers. He skirted 
the corner of the building, following the path into the back 
courtyard' of the farm. The door ahead of him lay open. 


CHAPTER V The Farm 

T he woman, stooping in front of the enormous stone fire- 
place, half turned as she heard the footsteps on the path. 
The man halted in the doorway and leaned against its heavy 
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wooden post. His black hair was dishevelled, falling over his 
high forehead to shadow the melancholy brown eyes. His 
high cheek-bones added to the gauntness of his face, grey in the 
cold early-morning light. A heavy growth of short black hair 
shaded the outline of his jaw. His blue jacket was faded and 
torn. His heavy boots were so encrusted with mud that his 
feet looked swollen. 

The woman rose to her feet, clutching the black shawl more 
closely round her thin shoulders. Her lips remained half open, 
as if she were frozen into silence. The bright colour drained 
from her cheeks, leaving only a network of thin red veins. 

She was frightened, Hcarne realized. Perhaps he looked 
menre like a ghost than he had thought. He advanced slowly 
into the large room, his feet suddenly dragging on the hard 
earth floor. She stood motionless, her eyes fixed on his face, her 
vdee sdll silent. He would have to speak first, after all. He 
tried to smile that controlled smile which had been Corlay’s. 

** Well, Albertine, Fve got home.” His voice was the voice 
which had haunted him for three weeks, day and even night. 
The familiarity of its accent startled him. As he heard so 
strangely trandated to this room, he could smdl the antiseptic 
cleanliness the hospital, he could see the black hair against 
the white pillow-case. And then Albertine moved, and as she 
came dowly forward she spoke. 

“ My God,” she was saying, my God. It’s himself.” 

“ Yes, it’s me.” Hearne sat down heavily on the wooden 
bench at the side of the long narrow table in the middle of the 
room. He felt suddenly tired, very tired. 

Albertine was standing over him, her rough voice hurrying 
in its emotion, her gnarled hand smoothing the hair tightened 
under her starched white cap. 

“ I thought you were a ghost. You were just like one, stand- 
ing there with the light behind your back, saying never a 
word.” 

Hearne smiled and checked his jaws from yawning. The 
warmth of the kitchen was having its effect. Albertine touched 
him suddenly, lighdy, on the shoulder, as if she were reassuring 
herself. 

I’m alive, Albertine. I’m tired and I’m hungry, but Fm 
alive.” 
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“ You’ve been ill.” Her eyes on his face embarrassed him. 
He leaned his elbows wearily on the table and rested his fore- 
head on his hands so that they partly covered his face. 

Yes,” he said, with the listlessness of some one who is too 
tired to think, far less talk. He added, “ How is my mother? ” 

“ Just so-so.” Albertine’s voice was normal once more. It 
was a plain voice, unemotional and heavy. ‘^When she 
wakens, I’ll tell her. Then you can go upstairs. But first I 
shall give you something to eat, and then you must clean your- 
self. Where were you.? ” 

It was as if she were speaking to a small boy. It seemed as if 
she not only kept the house and the farm in order, but Madame 
Corlay and her son as well. There was a curious blend of 
familiarity and deference, a kind of proprietary interest mixed 
with critical pride. Albertine had turned away as she asked 
the question. She was now stirring the contents of the lai^e 
black iron pot suspended from an iron hook over the burning 
end of the log. It was more a young tree than a Ic^; the 
shrivelled brown leaves still clung to me end lying over the 
stone hearth, waiting to be fed on to the flames in its turn. 
Albertine tasted the soup, and spooned it generously into a 
thick earthenware bowl. 

Where were you? ” she repeated. Hearne started slightly 
and brought his gaze away from the dancing flames. 

“ You’re tired,” she said. “ You’re half asleep. Eat this 
and then you’ll feel better. But where have you been ? ” 

Belgium. Dunkirk,” he said mechanically, and warmed 
his hands round the bowl of soup. “ I got to Brest in a French 
boat. I was ill. When I recovered there was the armistice, and 
I began to walk home.” 

Albertine had cut him a thick slab of coarse white bread, and 
watched him critically as he swallowed the soup. 

You’re hungry,” she said, and moved suddenly into 
another room, with the quick, sure movement of a practical 
woman who has not time to waste over decisions. She came 
back with a small piece of cold pork, a still smaller piece of 
sausage, and a glass of milk. It was good milk, with the yellow 
cream still there. 

“ The Germans haven’t been here.? ” he said suddenly.. 

Albertine looked at him in astonishment, her almost invisible 
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eyebrows raised. They came and they went. Just six men on 
m(^r-bicyclcs. Why should they stay here? There is nodiing 
for them here."’ 

Hearne smiled as he shook his head, and wiped the thick 
cream oflE his upper lip. He remembered the truck convoys he 
had seen last night. 

“ Have the odicrs in the village got home? ” he asked tact- 
fully. 

Picrel’s son. The Picrels always look out for themselves, 
you may be sure of that. Trouin’s son was killed, and Jean- 
Marie Guerin has been a prisoner for four months in Ger- 
many.” Her voice droned on monotonously. Apart from the 
family tragedies in the village, all due to the war, life in Saint- 
Daxlat was very much the same as usual. There were the 
weekly markets, smaller now certainly, but then most of the 
young men had been away. Even with smaller markets, there 
had been enough food last winter, and enough fuel, and 
enough wool. Enough was all Saint-D^at had ever wanted. 
Monsieur le Cure had been ill with rheumatism again, and 
some of the children, had had a fever. But that, of course, was 
what happened when children were all shut up together in a 
school-house. That young man Kerenor had . . . And then 
the church bells rang, and Hearne never learned what had or 
hadn’t hap^ned to Ker&or. 

Albertine looked at him blankly. “ I was forgetting,” she 
began incredulously. Her forehead wrinkled into deep lines 
so that Hearne knew the colourless eyebrows must again be 
raised. He looked at the prominent bones of the thin face, the 
bald brow with the hair combed so severely under the high 
cap. 

But of course you must go,” he said. Don’t wait at home 
for me.” Albertine looked relieved. There might have also 
been surprise on her face, as she moved towards one of the 
three beds which lay along the wall, opposite the fire-placma 
From a chest of richly carved wood, arranged as a kind of step 
in front of the high bed, she lifted a rosary and another black 
shawl. 

She was at the door now. “ Don’t waken Madame,” she 
said briskly. “Henri is with the animals.” She nodded 
towards the wooden wall beside the door he had entered. He 
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renicmbcrcd the outbuilding which joined this corner o£ the 
house at right-angles and sheltered both the entrance and the 
small courtyard from the north wind. So through that wooden 
wall was the cow-shed* That accounted for die warm farm 
smell, not unpleasant, which had filled this room. 

Henri? ” he remembered to say in surprise. Henri wasn’t 
the name he had expected. 

“ Yes. He came to help me, but he is too old.” 

“ And Jean? ” Jean was Albertine’s nephew who had lived 
on the farm and done the harder work. 

Missing.” Her face was expressionless, a mask of tightly 
drawn skin over rugged, strong bones. Then she was gone, 
pulling the second shawl round her shoulders. Hearne listened 
to her sabots clattering down the flagged path. 

I’m accepted,” he thought. ‘‘ I’ve been left in possession.” 

Now he would have about three-quarters of an hour before 
Albertine returned, while Henri was with the catrie and 
Madame Corky slept upstairs. He finished the last crumbs 
of his meal and drained the drops which had gathered at the 
bottom of the sdup-bowl. He was feeling better already. 

From Corky he had gathered only rough details about this 
house. There were three rooms downstairs : this large room, 
the smaller room from which Albertine had brought the food, 
and a front room which was a kind of entrance-hall parlour 
with its own front door, seldom used. The staircase to the 
three rooms upstairs led from that entrance-hall place. Over- 
head was Madame Corky’s large bedroom, stretching across 
the full side-length of the house, as this kitchen did. Above 
the entrance hall was his room, and behind it, over the room 
where the food seemed to be kept, was another room for 
storage. Definitely utilitarian architecture, he thought. And 
then there was that out-house tacked on to the end of the 
kitchen, separated from it by a wooden partition. There had 
been openings along that partition at one time, like so many 
booldng-oSice windows in a railway station, but now they 
were^huttered and blocked. Under them there still lay a 
thick Iree-trunk, shaped into a shallow trough. Hearne had a 
sudden vision of five cows shoving their heads through the 
five openings, their jaws working steadily, their scanty eye- 
lashes unmoved as they watched their master and his large 
c 
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family grouped round the table, eating their meal with similar 
concentration. 

And there must have been a large family at one time, judg- 
ing from the size of the table wi& its two long benches and 
from the three double beds arranged sideways along the wall 
opposite the fire-place. Each bed had its encircling drapery, 
suspended from the wooden ceiling above, so that the men 
and women and children could sleep in the same room with' 
out offending Ics convenances. There were a chair and a chest 
before each bed : they were so high with piled mattresses that 
otherwise it would be difificuit to climb into them. At either 
end of the row of beds were two wardrobes, broad and deep. 
Like the chests, they were of age-stained wood beautifully 
fashioned and carved. The two doors flanking them occupied 
the last available corners of space on that long, well-filled wall. 
The one beside the back-door entrance was the one which 
Albcrtinc had used : downstairs store-room it must be. He 
moved across to it quickly, and glanced briefly inside. A 
bicycle, a bowl of milk, some wine-botdes, a cider-keg, some 
twisted rope, large iron cooking utensils, a few small barrels, 
a few large earthenware bowls neatly covered, all standing on 
the stone floor. There were two windows, both of them small 
and high in the wall and tightly shut. Hellish dark and smells 
of cheese, Hcarne thought. Now for the upstairs part of the 
house. 

He took one last look at the kitchen. He would have to 
know it backwards. The windows here were also small. Two 
lay at the other end of the room with a dresser and its rows of 
dishes between them, while two higher windows flanked the 
fire-place. Under one of these was another dresser, and more 
dishes; under the other was a small table. Between them stood 
the enormous stone fire-place, with proportions and simplicity 
worthy of a castle hall. From the dark wood rafters overhead 
were suspended two hams and a long shelf containing a 
wooden rack. In the rack were numerous thin circular disks 

‘"Now, what the hell ” began Hearne. Disks . . . 

Probably edible; they certainly weren’t ornamental He 
strained his eyes, and then something clicked in his memory, 
Rennes, and a small inn outside the city, and a cheap student 
meal, and pancakes. That was it. Pancakes, 
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Then he became aware that some one had entered the roorn^ 
that some one was standing behind him. There had been no 
footsteps on the flagged padi outside; he was sure of that. He 
turned, slowly, casually he hoped. A man was standing in the 
corner of the kitchen, against the wooden partition which was 
the dividing line between the animals and the family. Behind 
him a narrow door was open, a door whose edges fitted so 
neatly into the wall that Hearne had been unaware of its ex- 
istence. Blind oaf, he said to himself in annoyance. He ought 
to have realized an opening would be there. There were plenty 
of dirty, wet nights in the winter, and what peasant was going 
to leave the warmth of his kitchen to visit his animals by way 
of a cold, dark farm-yard? Certainly not a peasant who had 
arranged his eating and sleeping so practically. 

The man stood silently, impassively, a small thin figure in 
a faded blue blouse hanging loosely over worn corduroy 
trousers. Behind him there was 9nly a black smudge, and 
silence. The animals must have already been turned out into 
the fields. There was no mistaking the warm smell of straw 
and cows which filled the kitchen. Cosy little joint, thought 
Hearne; for those who liked it that way, he added hastily, as 
the smell strengthened. Well, now, what should he say or 
shouldn’t he say to Grandpa? He watched three white hens 
negotiate the old man’s wooden shoes, and jerk their way 
hesitatingly into the kitchen, picking spasmodically at non- 
existent crumbs with a kind of I-really-don’t-have-to-do-this air. 
But he still hadn’t thought of anything to say. It was the old 
man who spoke first, as he closed the door carefully behind him 
and came slowly past the end of the trough into the kitchen. 

She’s gone? ” His French was heavy and slow, as if it 
were almost a foreign language. 

Hearne nodded, and said Yes.” That seemed to be all that 
was expected of him. 

The old man moved more quickly. He picked up a bowl 
from the small table beside the fire-place and helped himself 
to some soup. He seated himself at the large table and began 
eating. He had seemingly identified Hearne in his mind, and, 
having accepted him, was now concentrating on his breakfast. 
Hearne stood, feeling rather futile, and watched the soup dis- 
appear. The old boy had quite a capacity, considering his 
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diniciisions. Then Hearnc suddenly realized that he was the 
master of this house. He’d better stop acting like an unwanted 
week-end guest. He turned abruptly towards the doorway 
which he had not yet explored. Henri stopped chewing and 
watched him. 

Fm going to sleep. Fm tired/’ Hearne said. 

“Aye, it’ll be wet to-morrow,” Henri replied slowly and 
amiably. His face was as wcaAered and as wrinkled as a 
dried russet apple. He nodded sagely as he spoke. His smile 
showed no teeth, but the eyes were as blue as his smock. They 
looked up at Hearne with their strange mixture of ingenuous- 
ness and shrewdness. Hearne smiled in turn, and nodded 
vigorously. As he was shutting the door, he looked back 
towards the table. Henri was scouring round the emptied 
bowl with his last crust of bread. Under the table, at his feet, 
the three white hens had abandoned their condescension and 
were competing openly for the few crumbs which had escaped. 

It was just as well that he was not really a hero returning 
from the wars, Hearne thought, or he’d be feeling as flat as 
a punctured tyre after that welcome. 

It was cold in this entrance hall, as well as dark, for it lay 
in the south-west corner of the house. . It would be a cheerless 
place even when the sun did get round to it : no one used this 
room. It was just a square-shaped box with more heavy carved 
furniture, a flagged stone floor, a wooden staircase hidden in 
the shadows of die central wall, and a front door which was 
as obviously unused as it was imposing. 

He mounted the staircase warily. It was really only a glori- 
fied ladder. He. could sec the stone floor beneath him, between 
the treads. He began to guess why Madame Corlay kept to her 
room. This was hardly the kind of staircase for arthritic 
joints. The landing at the top of the stairs was scarcely bigger 
than a cupboard. There were two doors. That one on his left 
would be the large bedroom above the kitchen, so this one 
must be his. He touched the latch gently and pushed the door 
slowly open. Inside it was dark, save for a faint blot of light 
where the window lay on the west wall. There was the same 
damp smell which he had noticed in the hall downstairs. He 
walked cautiously across the uneven wooden floor. His feet 
were beginning to feel the weight of his muddy boots. He 
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pulled back the curtains clumsily and opened the window. 
There were the clean smell of trees and the nervous twitterings 
of wakening birds. He leaned heavily on the broad sill, formed 
by the thickness of the house walls. The fresh air should make 
him feel less tired. He stretched up his arm to touch the steep, 
fluting roof which flared out just above his head. Below him 
was the orchard, with Henries pigs already rooting in the grass. 
Beyond the apple-trees was a small field of grain, and then 
other small fields, all banked on the gentle slope of the hill. 
Then the fields ended, and there was a line of trees over- 
topped by the proud square tower of what had once been the 
castle of Saint-Deodat. So this is my home, he thought, and 
somehow the idea no longer felt strange. 

He turned away from the window. Albcrtine would soon be 
back, and he ought to finish his inspection. There was still the 
third room on this floor. The door beside the carved wooden 
bed must lead to it. He started wearily towards the door. He 
ought to finish his inspection. He ought tx> . . . and then, 
somehow, it didn’t seem so important. Three mattress, he 
counted slowly. Three. Somehow it didn’t seem so important. 

He stepped heavily on to the chest lying at the side of the 
bed, and slumped on to the sheet which had protectai the 
mattresses from dust. He just had time to think, as his filthy 
boots on the white sheet faded from his view, Albertine will 
give me hell for this, I bet; and then he was suddenly, beauti- 
folly, wonderfully asleep. 


CHAPTER VI Anne 

W HEN he awakened, the sun had crossed over to the western 
side of the house. He lay looking at the warm pool of 
light on the white scrubbed floor, letting himself drift slowly 
and pleasantly into consciousness. He could feel he had slept 
his fill : his eyes had lost that glued-up feeling which camt with 
exhaustion. His noind, too, seemed to be wide open. He fdt 
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warm and clean and comfortable. Clean? He looked at his 
hands in amazement. Yes, he had been scrubbed clean. And 
he was no longer lying on top of a dust sheet. He was between 
coarse linen sheets, with a broad pillow propping up his 
shoulders. A quilted mat, its blue pattern bleached with many 
washings, covered him. He was wearing a loose white shirt, 
and the filthy rags which had been his clothes had disappeared. 
He raised himself quickly on one elbow, but the contents of his 
pockets had been laid neatly on the small writing-table near 
the window. Papers, clasp-knife, gun. Yes, they were there 
all right. He relaxed back on his pillow and looked at his clean 
hands. Albertine had certainly been busy. He found himself 
grmning in embarrassment. Well, what of it? She had been 
midwife to Madame Corlay. It wasnY the first time she had 
washed young Bertrand. But it was lucky about that birth- 
mark. He had thought Matthews was being just a touch too 
realistic there, when he got that chemist fellow to inoitatc the 
red blotch on Corlay ’s back. Strange that it should have been 
the first of his faked credentials to stand a real test. 

It was warm in the room. Albertine had closed the windows 
again. He sat up in bed, swinging his legs on to the chest. He 
rubbed the back of his h^d, stretched himself, and gave a long 
satined yawn. And then he smothered a laugh. Not one of 
his better moments, he decided, looking at the dangling legs 
under the short shirt. He crossed to a mirror, framed in carved 
wood, which hung against the white wall. The view there 
pleased him just as little. The tired lines under his eyes had 
faded but not departed, and he had never admired Corlay’s 
haircut anyway. Still, he did look less like himself and more 
like the Frenchman. He gave a wide grin to himself and saw 
&e gap at the side of his teeth. Another of Matthews’ bright 
ideas. If,” he had said, “if you were to smile broadly or to 
laugh, the gap would be seen. You must have a gap.” So he 
now had a gap. He felt the still tender gum with his tongue. 
Yes, he had a gap all right. But what Matthews expected him 
to laugh at on this trip was beyond him. 

He opened the window. Now the fields and trees were 
bathed in the amber light of early evening. All the smells of 
grass and leaves and hay and clover and ripening wheat, 
distilled by the day’s warmth into one sweetness, hung in the 



ANNE 41 

air around him. Time seemed suspended in the silence o£ these 
fields. Why should they stay here? ” Albertine had asked in 
answer to his question about any visiting Germans, Living 
here, one could become as simple as that : one could believe 
the delusion that peace was self-perpetuating. 

There were footsteps in the room below. They were climb- 
ing the staircase, slowly and heavily. He closed the window 
quickly, and moved silently back to the bed. He was seemingly 
asleep when the door opened and Albertine entered. There 
were footsteps following her : heavy, decided footsteps. Hearnc 
stiffened. 

“ He has been like that since yesterday morning,” Albertine 
was saying. Not this morning, then; yesterday morning. 

The man grunted in reply, and Hearnc heard something 
being set down heavily on the wooden chest beside him. For 
a moment he felt danger. Albertine had seen through the 
deception. He was caught not only helpless in bed, but 
ludicrous in a nightshirt. If he could get the man off-guard, 
if he could reach the gun on the table . . . and then four cold 
fingers were laid gently on his wrist and stopped the wild 
plans. Albertine had only brought a doctor. He wondered 
where she had found him, for there was no doctor in Saint- 
Dfodat. Doctors practised by districts, not by villages, in this 
part of the world. It would be just as well to stop feigning 
sleep. Doctors were doctors. He groaned slightly and twisted 
his body as his eyes opened. The doctor was shaking his white 
head and saying, ** Very fast.” Considering the emotions he 
had caused, it would have been difficult to have found a 
normal pulse, Hearne thought. 

He is awake,” Albertine said, announcing the obvious. 

The doctor grunted again. “ How do you fed? ” 

** Tired.” Hearne^s voice was low. 

He’s been ill,” Albertine said. 

Wounded? ” The doctor was looking at him fixedly. 

I forget things sometimes ... It was the guns . . 

The old man nodded his head sagely, *‘Ah! ” he said, 
“ Shdl-shock. And do you remember things now? ” 

Sometimes. And sometimes I forget.” He let his voice 
trail away in dejection. 

He needs rest, rest and quiet. No one is to worry him. 



42 ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 

If he has any more attacks, then he must rest here until he 
recovers. Just rest and quiet.” The doctor was examining 
his chest, feeling his brow, looking at his tongue. Hearne 
wondered what all this had to do with loss of memory, and 
then he noticed Albertinc. She was watching every movement 
intently. She seemed satisfied when the doctor had gone 
through all the motions : without them, she would have felt 
cheated, and the old man had known that. For good measure, 
he produced a box of pills. Albcrtine nodded sagely as he 
gave her full directions. 

His last words were, Don’t worry if you find it sometimes 
hard to remember. Don’t worry, and you’ll be completely 
cured. Just rest and quiet.” He shook his head sadly, lifted 
the heavy bag from the chest, and followed Albertinc out of 
the room. He was still talking of rest and quiet as they went 
slowly downstairs. 

When she returned, Albertinc found him staaing at the 
window. 

“ Fd like it open,” he said. 

“ But you will catch a coli^ 

‘*rd like it open. I am far too warm. I haven’t slept 
indoors for almost two months.” 

Albertinc stared unbelievingly, and then the doctor’s advice 
must have premiptai her. The advice had cost money : it must 
be good. Humour him when he seems 'strange. Rest and 
quiet. Her thin lips closed disapprovingly, she shrugged her 
Moulders impatiently, but she crossed me room and opened 
the window. 

“ Where arc my clothes, Albertine? ” 

You are to stay in bed.” She might give in to this mad- 
ness in opening a window, but as for clothes Her lips 

formed a straight line. Her voice was harsh as if she were 
tired of all this nonsense. And then she was probably angry 
because he was ill. He didn’t blame her: she had work 
enough to do without a sick man to add to it. 

“ But I am not ill, Albertine.” He was reasoning gently as 
with a child. “ My body is well. It is only my mind that is 
sick. I have slept enough, I need to stretch my legs before I 
can sleep again.” 

Albertine seemed incapable of grasping the fact that the 
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sickness of body and mind could be different. They were all 
one to her. 

‘‘ You are to stay in bed.” She was quite decided. Her tone 
nettled him, unexpectedly. So he was to stay in bed in a short 
nightshirt, day after day, with a bowl of soup grudgingly but 
loyally brought upstairs to him. Perhaps you don’t know it, 
he thought as he stared back at her, but Fve work to do, and 
a hell of a lot of it too, my sweet Albertine. 

He sat up in bed and swung his bare legs over its tall side. 
Most women would have retreated, but Albertine stood her 
ground. 

“ You’ll catch cold,” she said, with her masterly grasp of the 
obvious. Hearne looked at her incredulously and then he began 
to laugh, sofdy at first and then gradually more loudly imtil 
he was rocking on the edge of the bed. He suddenly remem- 
bered the gap in his teeth, and checked himself in the middle 
of a laugh. Blast Matthews : that man was always right. 

Albertine’s eyes were round circles. He’s mad,” die said, 
backing to the door. He’s mad.” 

‘‘ Fm not mad.” His voice rose. He got off the bed and 
advanced towards her. I only want my trousers. Steal a 
man’s trousers, would you.^” 

Then the door opened. A white-haired woman stood there, 
watching him dlendy. 

“ He’s mad, Madame. He’s mad.” 

She’s taken my trousers,” Hearne said angrily. He was 
suddenly aware that his voice was loud, too loud. "‘She’s 
taken my clothes. Fm not a child,” he ended lamely. 

Madame Corky, leaning on her stick, looked at him dis- 
passionately. “ So you’re back,” she said coldly. And then to 
Albertine, “ Give him his clothes.” And then she was gone, 
leaving them staring at each other. So that was his mother, 
Hearne was thinking. Well, it certainly had been the strangest 
dE meetings; hardly what he had been steeling himself against. 
Once more he had the feeling of anticlimax. That coldness, 
that hardly concealed look of bitterness . . . What kind of 
mother was this, anyway? What kind of son was he supposed 
to be? So you're bac\, so you're home. So you’re back, 
with the implication that because there had been a scene, then 
he must \k back. Yes, there was a lot to that litde word so. .. . 
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Corky faad talked willingly, almost diffusely, about his every- 
day life : about his education, about the farm, about the village 
and the people who lived and worked there. It seemed as if 
he were eager to identify himself. He had said, So you want 
to know afcut me? Why? Do you think I am not Bertrand 
Corky of Saint-D^odat ? ” They had both laughed at that, and 
certainly Corky had proved his identity by die completeness 
of his descriptions- But about his personal life and emotions 
he had been vague, even bored. He had given a very good 
impression of a life which was so simple that it was dull and 
uninteresting. Corky had been far from cheery : he had been 
unhappy and moody. But Hearne had thought that could be 
attributed to the obvious boroiom of his past life, to the con- 
stant depression about the future of his country. It was enough 
to depress any man. Staring at the door which Madame Corky 
had closed so definitely behind her, Hearne felt the first twinges 
of a new worry. 

Albertine was watching him. He suddenly realized that it 
wasn’t the fact that his voice had been raised in anger which 
had seemed so strange to her. It was the fact that he wanted 
open windows, that he wanted to dress when he should stay 
in bed. It wasn’t the loud voice which had been mad : the 
loud voice was something which she thought normal. He sat 
down on the bed again, but his emotions were less calm than 
his words. 

Albertine, you know what the doctea: said. You know what 
my mother said. All I want is to be left in peace, and to have 
my clc^cs. There is nothing mad about mat. You needn’t 
worry — ^I’m not going away. I’m going to stay here. Now, 
where arc my trousers? ” 

“ They are washed.” 

‘‘Well, what about other ones? ” 

“iVe got them all packed away with your things.” She 
looked towards the door which he had meant to investigate, 
before the three mattresses had seduced him. 

“Good. Shall I get them, or will you? ” 

She moved so quickly towards the store-room that he was 
surprised. Her polite grumbling echoed back into his room. 

“ . . . you’ll just make a mess of everything,” she was 
saying. 
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He waited patiently, reflecting on the charms of home life, 
as Albertine made her silent journeys between the two rooms 
bringing with her each time a newspaper bundle smelling of 
some strange herb. She had obviously decided to be the com- 
plete martyr and unpack everything at once. It was just as 
well, Hearne thought. That made it easier for him to find his 
way about another man’s strange wardrobe. He snapped the 
thin string on the parcels of yellowed paper, and began to shake 
out the clothes, and then paused as his eyes read the heavy 
black print. The clothes must have been packed away in 
September. French Successfully Attac\Sicgfried Line. English 
Allies Arrive with Full Equipment. Miracle of the Machine in 
Modern Warfare. His eyes travelled down the columns of dewe 
print. There was a glowing report on the miradc of the 
Maginot Line, on the modern conveniences which made life so 
much more pleasant for the troops. As a sour joke, some one 
had printed a photograph in the very next column showing the 
English digging in. Or perhaps he never realized it would 
be sour, or a joke. Only our very best crack troops, thought 
Hearne, standing waist-deep in mud, digging and draining a 
French field into a prepared line. No, it was much more 
pleasant to read of electric light and red wine, of underground 
movies and chapels, of hot and cold water and heating systems. 
So much more pleasant, more comfortable — ^so impreg- 
nable. 

Albertine had finished and was standing silently watching 
him. He kicked the papers aside, and turned to the dothes 
which were laid on the bed. They weren’t country dothes. 
They had been bought in some town. Perhaps in Rennes . . . 
yes, that was what me labels said. Corlay must have had quite 
a taste for suits — not that it had been particularly good taste. 
But there were certainly more clothes than Hearne had ex- 
pected. The chief thing was that they looked as if they might 
fit him. He groaned at the thought of having to put on such 
underwear. Yards and yards of die stuff, he thought despair- 
ingly. But if he didn’t wear any of it, then Albertine would 
redly think he was mad, and he couldn’t afford to have her 
become permanently worried about him. The doctor had 
prepared her for a certain mild strangeness, but there must be 
nothing beyond that redly to darm her. 
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She was down on her knees now, smoothing out the news- 
papers, folding them neatly. She wound up each little piece 
of string separately and slipped the knotted rolls into her 
pocket, one by one. Nothing escaped her careful, thrifty 
fingers. And then she solved the problem of what clothes he 
would wear. She left them on the bed, while she hung up 
the others inside the wardrobe or folded them neatly into the 
chest in front of the bed. But it was the inside of the wardrobe 
which interested Heame. More than half of it was iSlled with 
books and papers. He stopped Albertine as she lifted the first 
armlc^d of these, with the same look of resignation on her 
face which had haunted it for the last fifteen minutes. 

“ Don’t worry about that stuff, Albertine,” he said. “ I can 
arrange it myseff, later. You know you’ve plenty to do as it is.” 

She softened imexpcctedly,.but her eyes also held surprise. 
It was the same look which he had noticed, this — ^no, yesterday 
morning, when he had had no objections about her going to 
early Mass and leaving him unattended at breakfast. 

He pretended to be shaking out the trousers and pullover he 
was going to wear. ** Tell me, Alfacrtinc, why is my mother 
so annoyed with me.? She seen me angry brfore now. 
What is wrong.? ” 

It was now Albcrtine’s turn to pretend to arrange her apron. 

Your mother isnps^ about the war.” 

“ Yes^ I know* But she wasn’t even pleased to see me home 
safe.” . 

Albertine’s vmcc was gender. You must remember your 
father died in 1917. And your grandfather died in the siege 
of Paris. So Madame is very upset about this war. Myself, 
I think we should thank the good God Who has looked after us 
and let us keep what we have.” 

So my mother is angry because we lost this time, because 
I am home safe.? ” 

“ She is angry with all the young men. She says that if a 
German comes near this farm she will kill him widi our ham- 

knife. She says ” Albertine stopped and shrugged her 

shoulders. “ Myself, I think we should thank the good God 
Who has left Saint-Dcodat in peace.” 

** What else does my mother say? ” 

** She says that now the young men, who talked too much, 
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have done too little; that they have sold France by all their 
politics/’ 

** And what of the old men? ” 

** They will be punished by dying in unhappiness, for they 
will never live to see France free again. But they will soon be 
out of this life, while the young men will have to live in misery. 
They will suffer more than if they had died in war. Yes, she 
is very upset.” 

‘‘ Seemingly.” Hearne was thinking quickly. There had 
been still more to Madame Corlay’s bitterness than even that : 
as if there had been a deep conflict between herself and her son, 
as if what had happened to Madame Corlay’s France was only 
the culmination of such a conflict. 

“ And what did my mother say about me? ” he added. 

Albertinc looked restless. She was now smoothing the stiff 
white cap, tucking away imaginary stray wisps of hair. But 
when her answer did come, it was as direct as it was harsh. 

“ She did not want to see you again.” 

There was a pause. Hearne swallowed, and said, “ Well, 
now . . He couldn’t think of anything to add. There was 
something too final about Madame Corlay’s words. He picked 
up his clothes. 

**ril dress now,"Albertine, or else I will catch that cold of 
yours. And then I’ll walk in the fields for half an hour. 
And then I’ll come in for supper. And then I’ll go back to 
bed.” 

Albertine seemed to find this reasonable if unnecessary. She 
seemed relieved by the quietness of his voice. It seemed to 
restore her confidence. As she left the room, she walked over 
to the window and closed it. , 

Hearne waited until the heavy footsteps on the wooden stairs 
had faded, into the kitchen, and then opened the window. He 
was thinking about that strange meeting with Madame Corlay. 
He saw her once more framed in the darkness of the doorway, 
dressed in black with the long gold chain gathered tightly into 
the small round brooch at ner throat. Ihe white hair was 
carefully combed, the white face with its faded colour in the 
lips and cheeks was set in a proud, disdainful mould. It was 
the face of a woman of character, who had been continuously 
disappointed in life. She was not the negative personality he 
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had expected. She was a self-effacing invalid only in the sense 
that she no longer interested herself in the management of the 
house and farm. But upstairs in her room, Madame Corlay 
was indeed a very definite personality. 

It was good for his purpose, in one way, that she should have 
been so unnatural in her welcome. A gentle mother, full of 
sympathy and tears, would have worried him. And yet, in 
anomer way, Madame Corlay’s attitude made things more 
strange and difficult. For there was the hint of dark currents 
in Bertrand Corlay’s life, which weren’t covered by the data 
he had learned by heart. He had studied Corlay, questioned 
him skilfully, memorized all the details which he and 
Matthews and that French Intelligence man, Fournier, had 
gathered. Not that he had expect^ Bertrand Corlay to be so 
simple as a string of dates and facts. Human beings weren’t 
like that. He had only learned to know the skeleton, as it 
were. Now he must fill in the flesh. It might be a stranger 
job than he had imaginai. This evening, after supper, he 
would unpack the books and papers from the wardrobe and 
place them back in the empty bookcase. He would find out 
a lot about Corlay that v^y : bocks were half a man. 

He went downstairs, passing through the kitchen where 
Albertinc was working in front of the fire. The air was cool, 
the fields were empty. The cows had no doubt been safely 
locked in for the night by Henri. He walked slowly up the hill 
to the west side of the farm until he had reached the last field 
and the begiimings of the castle’s woods. He halted and 
looked down towards the farm, towards the applfe-trees out- 
side the window of his room. 

It wasn’t a big farm at all. It consisted of this large field 
divided into three for various crops, of scattered groupings of 
trees, of the orchard which stretched from the house up this 
western hill, of the meadow and hayfield edging the path to 
the Pinot farm. If only there had been a man to manage and 
work it, instead of poor old Albcrtine and one of her relatives, 
the farm might have produced more than mere subsistence. 
For it was good soil, and centuries of careful nursing had left 
the grass smooth, the branches heavy with ripening fruit. The 
wheat in one part of the field was standing strong and upright. 
The breeze whipped over its yellowing greenness and the 
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whiskered heads of grain rustled gently like silk skirts in a 
ballroom. 

Beyond the farm-house, down through the fields to the east, 
lay the road which passed through the village. From here, he 
could sec its church soaring over the tops of the trees which 
fringed Saint-Da>dat. Still farther to the cast lay the busy 
plain, with its highway and railway, its villages and towns. 
But here, on this gentle hill, touched with gold in the rich even- 
ing light, such things might be a hundred miles away. He 
could hear the stillness around him. Its peace made him a 
part of itself, holding him immobile, suspended in. time like a 
figure on a painted canvas. 

The bells from the church swung him out of his inertia. 
Below him the road would now have its black-shawled, white- 
capped women, walking with their heads already bent. He 
saw Albertinc leave the kitchen door, and set off quickly down 
the path. Poor old Albertinc, he thought again : her rewards 
were so few. 

And then he saw a girl on the path, her hair gleaming in 
the low rays of the setting sun. She didn’t turn towards the 
kitchen door as he expected. Instead, she had begun the climb 
up through the sloping fields towards where he stood. She had 
seen him. She waved, not excitedly, not full-hcartcdly. It was 
more of a gesture than a greeting. Nor did she quicken her 
steps, but walked towards him at the same steady pace. The 
silver-gold of her hair was unmistakable. This must be Anne 
Pinot. As she came nearer, and the white blur of her face re- 
solved itself into a short nose and rounded chin, level eyebrows 
above grave eyes, he knew he had been right in his guess. She 
looked exactly like the expressionless photograph which Corlay 
had shown bom. “ Very fair hair,” Corlay had said in a dis- 
interested voice. “ That’s about all.” 

And that was about all, thought Hearne, until he noticed the 
eyes more blue than grey, and the sprinkling of freckles over 
the short, charming nose. She had possibilities, but she cither 
ignored or despised them. Even the black dress with its bodice 
tightly buttoned up to the neck, with its long sleeves covering 
her wrists, seemed to have been chosen to constrict and hide 
her strong young body. Her stockings were black, and they 
weren’t silk ones, either. Her shoes were of plain blade leather. 
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low-hceled. He found himself thinking again of Corlay’s dis- 
interested voice which had jarred on him at the time. 

“ Anne,’' he said, and smiled. 

I HKt Albertine.” Her voice was clear and soft. She spoke 
French carefully, with no Breton accent and only the hint of 
an intonation. “ She said you had gone up the hilL I wanted 
to sec you.” Her eyes were fixed on the ground at her feet. 
Hcarnc suddenly remembered that he had made no move to 
touch her. He took her hand awkwardly. 

You look just the same, Anne,” he said gently. Just 
what I hoped to see when I got back.” 

She took her hand away quickly, and raised her eyes. 

Bertrand,” she said in that clear, child-like voice which 
matched the simplicity of her face. “ I want to tell you at once 
. . . Yesterday afternoon I learned that you had come back. 

I didn’t sleep all last night. So I must tell you now. I ” 

The resolution was fading with her voice. 

‘*Tell me what, Anne.?^ ” It was strange how gently he 
spoke to this girl, as if he were addressing a child. They stared 
at each other. “ Tell me what, Anne ? ” Hearnc smiled into 
the serious eyes. 

“ I do not want to ” She stopped once more. What- 

ever she was trying to say was too difficult for her. 

**Anne, what’s wrong?” He was thinking that she re- 
minded him of a startled fawn. He found he was smiling 
naturally and easily at last. 

She looked at him disbelievingly. He could hear the short, 
sharp breath. She bit her lip. And then she turned suddenly, 
and was running down the hill. 

** Anne! ” There was real concern in his voice. He started 
after her, and cursed silently at his stiflE muscles. It was as if 
he were running on stilts. He forced himself to greater speed, 
but even at that he was gaining only slightly. Had she guessed.? 
Had she found out? His thoughts urged him on. He drew 
level vtith her almost at the bottom of the field. He caught her 
arm sharply, so that she stumbled and exclaimed, but his voice 
mastered hers. 

** Anne, what is wrong? You must tell me.” 

She was trembling. He let go her arm, suddaily and pain- 
fully aware of the madness of his emotions in the fest two 
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minutes. He felt strange and foolish. Chase a girl, he thought 
savagely, and you feel like some primeval Pan. Hell, he 
thought, think of Matthews and cold blue eyes and a matter- 
of-fact voice, think of a job to be done, a dirty, rotten jdi> 
which might bear some good, some good for oAcrs but no- 
thing but hell for yourself. 

She was looking at him, wide-eyed, the startled fawn again. 
She was nursing her arm; but she was still there, looking at 
him. 

** Anne,” he said. Nothing but Anne. He kept saying 

Anne.” What else did you say to a girl to whom you had 
been conveniently betrothed ? 

‘‘ Anne,” he said again. “ Pm sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt 
you. ‘ But tell me what is wrong, what is wrong.” 

He was tired, he thought, or else all movement had gone 
into slow motion. No one could have looked so long at him as 
this. And then her clear, simple voice cut in on his emotions. 
Frere Jacques^ he was thinking, cither Frhre Jacques os Sur le 
pont d^Atngnon. It was that kind of voice, noadc to sing the 
simplest melodies. 

" My father died two months ago.” 

“ Your father died . . . Oh, I am sorry. I didn’t know.” 
But still he couldn’t fathom her meaning. He looked at her 
and waited. 

“ I am now my own mistress.” She was becoming more con- 
fident. 

** Yes, of course.” Just what, he wondered, was she trying 
to say with so much diflSculty and hedging? When it came, 
even he was surprised. He had imagined amumber of things, 
but not this. 

So I shall not have to marry.” 

Hearne remained completely motionless. The blank, expres- 
sionless look which he had often found useful when suddenly 
confronted with a strange twist in events slipped over his face. 
He said nothing. He was wondering just how Corlay would 
have really felt. Surprised, and hurt : incredulous, probably 
even angry. Most men would be at such a reception as this. 
He himself felt an immense load lifted from him: thank 
God, he wouldn’t have to pretend a lot of nonsense, anyway. 
He f^. like smiling when he remembered his elaborate plan 
P 
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to keep his betrothed at full arm’s distance. Just another set 
of bright ideas he needn’t have bothered thinking up, just 
another set for the vsraste-paper basket. If all the plans which 
he worked out and never had to use could be kept in files, how 
many sides of a room would they cover? Probably they would 
make too depressing a room ; dbey were better scrapped and 
forgotten. 

Anne was watching strangely. Let her, he thought. She 
ought to know Corlay’s reactions better than he did. If he 
were to keep silent, with his brows down and his lips tightly 
drawn, she would probably read into his expression the 
emotions he ought to be feeling. She was losing her con- 
fidence again. Serve her right, Hearne thought. What a fine 
welcome Corky was getting after having waked the length of 
Brittany to reach these people. Just the sort of welcome to 
cheer a chap up after his country had been slapped down. 
First of all he would have had all his ideas smashing round his 
head; and now he was having all his personal emotions added 
to the general rubble heap. He suddenly started to walk down 
the paSb towards the house. 

Anne tried to match her j^ce to his. She was looking 
vaguely unhappy, he was glad to see. Poor old Corky . . . 
what a welcome. 

It was she who had to speak first. “ Please don’t pretend, 
Bertrand.” 

“ Pretend? ” Hearne’s tone was unexpectedly savage. 

Yes, thatis more like you. Once your pride has recovered, 
you will be really very glad. You didn’t love me.” It wasn’t 
a challenge; it was a quiet statement of fact. 

“ I agreed to marry you.” 

That was before ” She stopped. You see, Ber- 

trand,” she^ continued, “ I knew all the time. I knew.” Her 
tone puzzled him, but his face was cold and expressionless. ** I 
haven’t told your mother yet,” she finished lamely. 

“Which means you think I shall tell her? That will be 
slightly difficult, considering the fact that my mother doesn’t 
want to see me.” He could imagine Madame Corky’s delight 
when she found that her son had failed her again. The Corlay 
and the Pinot farms would never be joined. The old quarrel 
about that dovecote on the boundary line would never be 
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solved. “ I think you had better finish what you’ve begun/’ 
he ended quietly. 

It was with considerable relief that he saw Albertine ap- 
proaching them, her black shawl tighdy drawn round her thin 
shoulders, her precarious white cap soaring so securely from 
the tightly bound hair. It was strange that anything so fantastic 
was neither shaken nor blown from her head as she walked, 
that she could turn so quickly from Anne to him and then 
back to Anne without even seeming to be aware of balancing 
a starched cylinder on top of her crown. She greeted them 
with a sparse remark about supper. It was a command rather 
than a suggestion. He was glad to follow her into the kitchen, 
glad that Anne had refused to eat with them. It was only 
after he had entered the room that he wondered if he ought 
to have taken her back across the fields to her farm. But the 
strange thing had been that Anne didn’t seem to expect that ; 
she had moved so quickly away by herself. And stranger still 
was the fact that Albertine, who obviously still regards! them 
as engaged to be married, had most certainly not expected it. 

Albertine served him a supper which was identical with his 
breakfast, except that a piece of cheese was substituted for the 
pork, and there was a small glass of cider. Henri was tactfully 
non-existent, and he noted that Albertine had only set one place 
at the table. They must eat after he had gone. It was rather 
a formal arrangement for such an informally managed farm. 
For the third time that day he found himself wondering ju^ 
what kind of chap this Corlay had really been. Of one tmng 
he was certain : there was much more in Corlay than he had 
ever imagined. I don’t believe I am g<^g to like him at all, 
he thought suddenly. 

He finished his supper quickly. Upstairs he imagined him- 
self examining and arranging that stack of books and papers. 
He might find something there to solve these peculiar questions 
in his mind. 

But when he went upstairs, the dusk had thickened in the 
room, and Albertine had conveniently forgotten to fill the lamp 
with oil. There were no candles in the candlestick on the small 
table beside the empty bookcase. In spite of his annoyance, he 
had to laugh. Albertine certainly had her little ways. He 
undressed quickly, alternately admiring the low cunning of 
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women and wondering where he was supposed to wash. A 
small, ugly-looking cabinet pulled open at last and showed a 
basin with a pail concealed underneath, and a tap which 
turned on water from a container hidden above. It was the 
sort of thing which small yachts and steamers like to produce 
to comfort their passengers for the lack of running water. It 
was no doubt one of Corlay’s innovations, for he could think 
of no one else here who would have bothered about it. Any- 
way, it meant he could wash. In the growing darkness of the 
room he miscalculated the swiU of the water and felt it drip 
over the floor, Albertine, he thought, would — oh, damn 
Albcrtine. Of all the people he had met so far she was perhaps 
the kindest, certainly the most self-sacrificing; and yet she 
worried him the most. Partly because he realized that if Alber- 
tine were to become suspicious, then his difficulties would be 
enormous; it would be dangerous trying to explain things to 
her, trying to make her understand without giving too mndi in- 
formation. And partly, he had to admit, because of the natural 
fear in every man that he is liable to be bossed by a woman. 
He opened the window defiantly before he climbed into the 
bed. 

To-morrow he would examine these books and that room 
next door, and then when darkness came he would have his 
first long walk through these green fields down towards the 
plain and the main railway-line. To-morrow and to-morrow, 
the nights after that, the next weeks ... In the middle of 
forming his plans, he halted abruptly. He suddenly knew that 
long-term planning wasn’t necessary on this job. If he could 
manage to improvise from night to night, he would do very 
nicely. Now, he would be very much wiser to get what sleep 
he could. Later, he might not be so lucky. 

He didn’t waken until the sun had risen and the faint sound 
of the five-o’clock bells swung over the fields into his room. 
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CHAPTER VII Stranger on the Hillside 

B ut next morning the books were not rescued from the ward- 
robe and placed on their shelves. Instead, the Germans 
came back to Saint-Da>dat. 

The news arrived with Henri, who suddenly and unaccount- 
ably appeared at the kitchen door when Hearne was having 
breakfast. He stood there; breathing heavily, and then said 
simply, “ The Boches are here.” 

Hearne, his elbows resting on the wooden table, looked up 
at the thin litdc man in the doorway, and set down his bowl 
of soup slowly. Albertine, bending over the heavy iron disk 
which was hung over the fire, hesitated as she turned over the 
paper-thin pancake baking there, and then moved so suddenly 
that the half-finished pancake was jolted into the flames. She 
clutched the wooden spade which she had been using as if it 
were now a weapon. There was silence in the long room, 
except for the sizzling of the dough as it spread over the glow- 
ing log. Afterwards, Hearne remembered that moment by the 
smell of burning which filled the room : that and Albcrtinc’s 
eyes, and the toothless grin of Henri with the morning sun 
b^ind him. 

^ ‘‘They are here.? Outside.? ” Hearne asked the dd man. 
Henri shook his head slowly. 

“ No. Going into the village,” he said. 

There was an almost audible slackening of tension. Henri’s 
capacity for holding only one idea at a time had certainly had 
its effect. He now slipped off his muddy sabots, and walked 
slowly towards one of the beds. From the chest in front ci it 
he took out a knotted sock and a gun. The sock contained 
coins. . Hearne heard them jangle as Henri stowed it away 
carefully inside his loose blouse. The gun was an old one, 
probably only good for shooting rabbits. 

“ That’s no use,” began Hearne gently. “ They’d only shoot 
you in turn.” 

But Henri wasn’t listening. He was absorbed as he began to 
take the rifle apart, slowly and yet methodically. Then he 
rummaged in the wooden chest once more, and taking a large 
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piece of cloth which had served to bundle his clothes he tore 
it into strips and wound them carefully, almost lovingly, round 
the parts of his gun. When that was done, he carried them 
towards the door, Hearne rose quickly from the table. 

‘‘ ril help you,” he said. 

The old man was shoving his feet into his sabots. ** Eh ? ” 

“ I said ril help you.” 

They left Albertine, still holding the wooden spade raised in 
her hand, still standing beside the tub of dough. It looked 
as if the week’s baking of crimes was going to be a failure for 
the first time in Albertine’s life. Hearne paused at the door and 
caught her eye. 

‘‘ Better hide that ham-knife, Albertine,” he said with a grin, 
** or my mother will get us all strung up.” Albertine looked at 
him in surprise, and then there was the beginning of a smile in 
spite oE herself. 

God knows what Madame will say,” she answered, and 
looked at the black lava-like crust of dough on the log. She 
shook her head at the appalling waste. “These Boches,” she 
said. 

Hearne reached Henri at the seventh row of trees in the 
orchard. The old man was kneeling down under the third tree 
in that row, fumbling away at the turf. It had already been 
neatly cut. After that, the digging didn’t take long. The linen- 
covered rifle and the knotted sock were laid side by side, and 
covered with the rich black earth. Henri himself replaced 
the jigsaw puzzle of turf. Watching the gnarled hands fitting 
each Samond of grass into its proper place, Hearne knew that 
Henri had been expecting the Germans. So had Madame 
Corky. Only Albertine, the most practical and efficient of 
them all, had been caught surprised. The Germans were at 
Rennes, they were at Combourg and Dol and Dinan, they had 
long ago reached Saint-Malo and the coast, they had flooded 
the whole of Brittany to the very western islands like some 
powerful, turbulent tide pouring over broken dikes into a flat 
plain-land. Nothing could stop them once the dikes were 
down. Yet Albertine had had her own reasons, her own brand 
of wishful thinking. In Rennes and Dol ? But of course : these 
were important towns. In Saint-Malo.? Of course : the ships 
were there. In the villages down on the plain.? Why, that 
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could be understood : the farms there were rich, and there were 
a lot of things to be bought. Bought? Well, paid for anyway, 
even if the money was foreign-looking. But up here in Saint- 
Deodat the farms only kept the people of the district. Kept 
them comfortably? Well, no one starved, certainly. But then 
no one was idle. Every one worked, and worked hard, for what 
they had, and that was only enough for the people of Saint- 
Deodat. There was nothing left over for anyone else. They 
were all peaceful, hard-working people on this hillside, owing 
no man anything. Why shoSd they be disturbed? 

When Hearne got back to the kitchen, Albertinc was placing 
the last thin disk of baked dough into a division of the long 
wooden rack which had so puzzled him on the morning of 
his arrival. 

“ Fve sent Henri to the village,” he said. 

** He’s got to dig the west field.” The way she handled the 
rack told him she was annoyed. She was resentful over the 
wasted pancake, and she was more scared than she would 
allow by Henri’s news. The rising note in her voice showed 
just how she was going to get rid of her anger. 

He cut her short. “ Henri can dig for potatoes another day. 
This morning he is in the village, and he is going to find out 
for us if the Germans arc going to stay there, or if they arc 
just passing through. If the potatoes worry you, 111 dig them 
for you. And now you’d better tell my mother about every- 
thing. And tell her to keep calm : worrying won’t hdp us at 
this stage.” He turned on his hed, and left the kitchen. That 
certainly stopped the argument he could feel brewing. But 
what on earm was she staring at? 

As he walked up to the field, he was still wondering. 

Henri had left die spade stuck into a ridge of earth. There 
was another implement, too. Probably a hoe, or a mattock, 
Hearne decided. Not that it mattered much : there was no one 
here to see his raw technique. He smiled grimly. Once he 
had done this sort of thing for Saturday pennies in a kitchen- 
garden behind a Cornish rectory. Now he was doing it pardy 
to keep Alberrine quiet, pardy to be out in the open with a 
good view of the path from the village. 

He worked for three hours. Twice Alberrine had come to the 
kitchen door and looked up the hill. He gave her a cheery 
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wave, before he bent over a neat row of potatoes once more. 

The second time she gave a small wave back. 

It was hot now, for the sun was dira:tly above him. Soon 
it would be time for dinner, and Henri’s return. The old man 
never missed a meal. But there was still no sign of anyone on 
the path. The sun’s rays seemed to be concentrating on this 
patch of ground. The heat gathered in the earth round him 
and then struck backwards at him. This was the time when 
a farmer should have a mug of cider under the coolness of these 
trees over there, and let himself enjoy a satisfied conscience. 
He couldn’t have the cider, but he stuck the spade in the earth 
md walked over to the green diade. It was good to lean his 
back against the trunk of a tree, to stretch out his legs in the 
soft cool grass. He yawned, and wiped the sweat from his 
brow. Still no sign of Henri, blast him. He should have been 
back an hour ago. And he ought to have told Henri to get him 
some cigarettes in the village — ^if there wdre any. He himself 
couldn’t risk a visit to the village merely for a cigarette. But 
a smoke was what he wanted right now. He looked at the 
farm and its orchard and fields, and thought. This would be a 
good way to five if there wj^n’t a if the Jerries weren’t 
sitting on your front doorstep. Just to have a ten minutes’ 
rest with a cigarette and a mug of cool cider; with this view of 
your land and yotir house looking as if it had grown from the 
earth, so natu^ was its shape and cedour; with Albcrtinc 
cooking a thumping dinner for you in that enormous kitchen. 
No, some one yoimgcr and prettier and gender than Albertine, 
he decided. That would be a good way to live. In the even- 
ing you could have books, a radio, a gramophone; you could 
read, and listen, and think. Corlay could have had all that; 
and yet he hadn’t known his luck. “ I’m not interested in the 
farm,” he had said. My mother inherited it from her uncle. 
I only went to live there when I could find no suitable teaching 
job. I’m interested in writing.” And again that unemotional 
voice, “ Very fair hair. That’s about all.” 

Hcarne listened to the drone of bees and yawned once more. 
And then he was on his feet, his mind and body alert. Some- 
thing had moved in that tangle of bushes beside the windbreak 
of trees. It might have been some animal. It might have been. 
Five steps, and be was past the bushes.. Then he stood staring 
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at the man sitting there. The man returned his stare, and then 
shook his head slowly as he grinned. 

I thought you had gone,” he said. “ I watched you work- 
ing and then I must have fallen asleep. When I awoke just 
now, I thought you had gone.” The words were fluent enough, 
but he wasn’t a Frenchman. 

Why were you watching me? ” Hearne spoke calmly, and 
his voice seemed to reassure the man. 

He looked at Hearne for a minute, and then said, To sec 
what you were like. I don’t go near farms now, until I see 
what the people are like. It’s difficult to tell nowadays who’s 
a friend or an enemy.” 

“ Who’s your enemy ” Hearne asked. 

“ What do you think ” 

It’s difficult to tell nowadays.” 

The man laughed silently. His teeth showed very white, 
and they were all the whiter against his skin, which had been 
tanned with exposure. His hair would be quite fair once the 
dust and grime were washed out of it. Determined jaw, noted 
Hearne, and eyebrows slightly drawn. He smiled a good 
deal as he talked, but his mouth was firm enough in repose. 
You would hardly notice the colour of his eyes; it was as if 
the other features of his face overshadowed them. He was 
no fool, this man. He was waiting for Hearne to speak 
again. 

“ You want food ” 

“ Yes.” He wasn’t smiling any more. 

Hearne looked at the man’s torn tweed suit. It was filthy 
now, but once it had been good. No cheap tailor had made 
that shoulder-line. His eyes travelled to the man’s ffioes, still 
holding to his feet by some miracle. Shoes were a good test. 
Just as in peace-time, you could generally tell the real down- 
and-out by the shoes. Fakers generally arranged to have their 
feet comfortable, at least. The man was watching his survey, 
but he didn’t speak. He’s exhausted, thought Hearne : he’s so 
exhausted that he can’t make any further effort to talk : he’s 
holding tight on to himself at this moment. 

Wait here,” Hearne said. “ I’ll come back.” 

Albertine was standing over the soup-pot like a guardian 
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angcL “ Dinner’s long ready,” she began indignantly, ” I 
went to the door to call you, but you had disappeared.” 

“I was behind the trees. There’s a man there, and he’s 
starving. Get that soup into a bowl and tic a cloth round it, 
Albcrtine. And bread, too.” 

But there’s only enough for us, and scarcely that.” 

Well, he can have mine.” Albertinc didn’t move. He 
picked up a bowl and ladled the hot soup into it. 

Who is it? ” she demanded. “ Some beggar? You can’t 
give to all of them.” He took a large hunk of bread, and cut 
a thick slice of ham. He could hear Albertinc flinch. 

“ Some one trying to reach the coast. He’s either British or 
American. He’s aU in.” Hearne pulled the small checked 
cloth off the end of the table, and folded it to tie round and 
over the bowl. 

But die Germans ” 

To hell with them.” He finished the last knot carefully. 
** Don’t worry, Albertinc. I’ll throw food to him behind some 
bushes as if he were a dog. I won’t touch him, so I won’t get 
leprosy. I won’t give Mm a ted, or a wadi, or any clothes, 
so that every one in this house can go on living pcacAilly and 
happily.” The savage bitterne^ in his voice struck Albertinc 
like a bucket of cold water. She was still half worried, half 
angry, but for once she didn’t have an answer, not even as 
much as a gesture, ready. He left her just standing there. 

The man had teen keeping watch for him. Hearne noted 
the expression on his face. 

Did you expect me to bring back a gun and a dog? ” he 
asked. 

The man smiled wryly. “ It has happened, once or twice,” 
he said. He seized the bowl wMch Hearne had unwrapped 
for him. “Hot! ” He was incredulous. “ Hot! The first 
hot food in days.” 

Hearne sat down beside the man and waited. When the 
food was eaten to the last crumb and the last shred of vegetable, 
he said, “ What are you? English? ” 

“ American.” 

Hearne imitated Corlay’s English accent. I speak English.” 

“ You do? ” It was an American voice all right, deep and 
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comfortable. And the man was probably genuine, too. The 
more Hcarne looked at those feet, the surer he was. It had 
taken a lot of walking to produce feet like that. And there 
had been a kind of heartfelt relief in the upsurge of his voice as 
he had said, “ You do.? ” 

‘‘Alittlc/’ 

“ You’re the first farmer Fvc met who did.” 

“ I’m not a farmer. I live here with my mother when I can’t 
find a job as a schoolteacher.” 

“ I thought you looked queer on that potato patch.” 

Hearne smiled sourly. “ It’s probably my job from now on.” 

“ You speak English well.” 

“ Thank you. I studied English once.” Hearne looked 
sidewise at the man, and then added, “ I used to see a lot of 
American movies. That gave me some idiotisms.” 

** Idioms,” corrected die American. Something quite 
different.” 

*"Oh, yes. Idioms. That’s the word,” Hearne acknow- 
ledged gravely. ** ‘ Honey,’ and * nuts,’ and * sugar,’ and ‘ you 
can’t do this to me.’ You know the sort of idioms. At first 
it was very difficult,” 

The American was smiling. I guess it was. You can^t do 
this to me. Doesn’t mean much now, does it? ” He looked 
at his torn feet. Hearne looked at the potato patch. 

** Nothing at all,” Hearne paused. He had given the man 
enough time to become accustomed to him. Pemaps he could 
risk a roundabout question. 

** But why do you have to hide if you arc an American? 
Yotir country isn’t at war.” 

There was a short laugh. ** But I am. I’d just as soon not 
meet a German or start any questioning. Just as soon,” 

Hearne said nothing, but he looked interested. If this man 
felt like talking, he’d talk. If he didn’t want to, then nothing 
that Hearne could say would change his mind. So Hearne 
was silent, but just kept on looking interested. If this man 
felt like talking, he’d begin in another minute. He did. 

** Do you know Paris? ” 

Once I was there,” Hcarne said. 

** Do you know the Ritz? ” 

Hearne shook his head. 
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“ Well, that’s where I began all this.” The American 
pointed to his clothes and shoes. Hcarne smiled politely, 
incredulously. 

“ It’s the truth. There I was in the Ritz Bar about five o’clock 
in the evening, and in came a friend of mine. He was an 
ambulance driver. I’m a newspaper man, myself. Well, in he 
came, and he said, * We’re leaving.’ I said, ‘ You are? ’ and I 
finished my drink and I went round to the depot where his 
bus was stationed and got hold of him before he left. I wasn’t 
going to ask him questions in front of the crowd of newspaper 
men at the bar. He didn’t know what had happened, or if 
anything was going to hapf^n, but they had been ordered to 
stand by. And when he left that night I jumped a ride 'with 
him. For two months I had been waiting for something to 
happen. Now it was happening. And I was going to find 
out for myself all about it. Well, I found plenty. Plenty. In 
fact, so much happened that we got sore. There we were with 
a Red Cross plastered all over us and some bandages and a 
stretcher and a portable typewriter. And there were the 
Stukas diving at us and hedge-hoppers spraying us with bullets 
as if we were an armoured train. We covered over the Red 
Cress, and that way we managed to reach the front, or what- 
ever you could call it. We loaded up with wounded, and by 
that time we were worse than sore. The man I was with didn’t 
like the responsibility of carrying back wounded without a 
Red Cross sign, so like Goddamned fools we uncovered it. 
We never got farther than six kilometres. The whole bus 
went up in flames. It just went up like a torch as we were 
racing round to the door. Couldn’t do a thing for them 
inside. So then wc found a machine-gun, and I played around 
with it. By this time this was my war, too. The fellow with 
me kept worrying about his badge and some oath he had taken, 
but being an angel of mercy didn’t make much sense at that 
time. I left him trying to patch up some refugees, swearing 
his heart out, and I never saw him again. Thought I wouldn’t 
make his conscience feel too bad about me. I was doing all 
right, too, when I was taken prisoner. Then I cooled down 
when they were checking up on me. I remembered a lot of 
unfinished business left over from an Austrian incident in the 
summer of 1939. I had a hunch that the Nazis would be 
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gladder to sec me than I was to sec them. So when it get dark, 
I walked out on them before they finished checking up. I just 
waited for my chance and then beat it. Fve been faeadiig it 
ever since.” 

“ So I sec,” Hearne said, and looked pointedly at the 
American’s feet. 

They were a nice pair of shoes once.” He paused and then 
added, “ You know, it’s strange. Whenever I met some one 
friendly, some one who gave me food or shelter, they always 
piled on the questions until I was as tight-lipped as any 
Englishman. You’re the first who hasn’t asked questions — 
only what nationality I was, and that’s fair enough — and look 
at tne last five minutes.” 

I didn’t ask questions because I get tired answering them 
myself. I’ve been walking like you, but not so far. I got 
home this week.” 

There was a silence, which Hearne felt compelled to end. 
He went on, You arc probably wondering why we are sitting 
here. Actually, it is as safe as any place in the district- The 
Germans arrived this morning in me village. I’ve sent old 
Henri down to sec what’s happened, and I am waiting here 
until he returns.” 

“ I sec. I was wondering why you were watching that path. 
But why didn’t you go to the village yourself? After all, 
there’s an armistice, a big, beautiful armistice.” 

Hearne exchanged a sour smile yirith the American. “ If the 
Boches sec young men without work to do, diey will find work 
for them,” he said. “ If they see me digging potatoes, they may 
let me go on digging potatoes so that they can get them.” 

“ There’s some one on the path now,” the American inter- 
rupted. 

But it was Albertine, walking quickly up the hill towards 
them. She stood before them, regaining her breath for a 
moment. The annoyed look had left her face. Her voice was 
almost friendly. Your mother says that if the man is ill he 
is to come down to the house.” She gathered up the bowl 
and cloth. “ Now; at once,” she added over her diouldcr, 
and marched off downhill, htx white cap bobbing with each 
decided step. 

Hearne was unexpectedly moved by the look of hope in the 



64 ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 

American’s eyes. “ I didn’t ask you before,” he began awk- 
wardly, ** because my mother is ” He hesitated. ‘‘ How 

do you say it? Difficult? She’s very upset by the armistice. 
She thinks I didn’t fight very well.” 

The American nodded understandingly. It’s her farm, 
isn’t it? ” he said. But do you think we can risk it? ” 

** It seems quiet enough just now, and the sooner we get 
your feet attended to, the better for them, I think. Anyway, 
orders arc orders.” 

The American rose stumblingly. Hearne steadied him, and 
then, as he felt the man’s weight slump so heavily on his 
shoulder, helped him towards the house. Their pace was sur- 
prisingly quick: the American must have been making a 
terrific effort, 

I am Bertrand Q>rlay, Corlay,” said Hearne slowly, as 
they neared the kitchen door. 

** And I’m ” The American hesitated as if for a breath- 

ing space. My name is Myles.” 

Tell my mother the ^cxrf you told me. She may adopt 
you.” 

The American smiled, and stc|q)cd heavily across the door- 
way. 

But, as it turned out, that piece of advice, unlike most pieces 
of advice in the world, had good results. 


CHAFTER VIII ElisC 

M adame Corlay wished to see them. That was the com- 
mand which Albertine had been instructed to give. 
Hearne exchanged looks with the American and shrugged 
his shoulders. The American who called himself Myles 
looked at the staircase and shook his head. 

“ You’ve got to,” Hearne said in French, 

Albertine nodded vigorously. Together they helped the 
fumbling man up the treacherous stairs. 
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rU never get down, not this trip,” he said when they ^uck 
half-way, which was something of a prophecy, 

Madame Corlay was sitting with her back to a window. The 
door was open, and she was sitting there waiting for them to 
appear in the doorway, her hands resting on the stick which 
she held in front of her. She said nothing, but Hcarne had 
the idea that her glance softened as the slow procession halted 
inside the room. She wasn’t so angry with him as she had 
been, he realized suddenly. He must have done something to 
please her at last. 

He was yery formal, responding unconsciously to the 
exact figure, to the composed hands. ‘‘ This is my mother, 
Madame Corlay. Monsieur Myles, an American who is 
escaping.” 

Madame Corlay bowed. The complete duchess, Hcarne 
thought, and glanced casually round the room. Similar in 
size and shape to the kitchen downstairs : more \^dows, 
though. Here the cast wall had no cow-shed behind it. It 
was an end wall up here. Two beds, draped; three chests; 
dresser; desk; two small tables; two chairs; and, strange among 
these heavy carved furnishings, a ramshackle upright piano. 
That would be a relic from Rennes, where Madame Corlay bad 
taught elementary music to the tradespeople’s children in order 
to give her son a good education. That was when her uncle 
had Kved here and she had refused his charity, still bitter over 
his quarrel with her husband. Even after her husband had 
been killed in 1917 and she had been left alone in Rennes, 
even after the uncle had forgotten his anger, she bad refused 
any reconciliation. And only when the old man had dial did 
she come back to the farm where she had lived as a girl. But 
by that time she was half crippled and unable to enjoy it. By 
that time the son for whom she had worked was the qualified 
schoolmaster she had wanted him to be, but a schoolmaster 
without any pupils to teach. It would have been better for 
them all, even for the short years of peace which had been 
theirs before this war began, reflected Hcarne as he walked 
slowly over to the east window, if Madame Corlay had 
swallowed pride and ambition and taught her aoa. to be a 
farmer. 

Behind him Madame Corky was being dignified and pdke. 
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In front of him the roof of the oulhuilding came just below 
the window. Useful, he decided, really very useful. He went 
on admiring the view. 

Madame Corky had finished her gracious speech of wel- 
come. The American had begun to reply. Then there was 
a crash, and Hearnc turned quickly to sec Myles sprawling 
across die rug at Madame Corlay*s feet. What else could she 
expect, Hearne wondered savagely, as he bruised himself 
against a heavy table and almost upset a chair in his quick 
journey towards the American. But then Madame Corky and 
Albertine had never been hounded over open country for three 
weeks. 

What did you propose to do? ” he asked Madame Corky 
after he had unloosened the American’s belt, and had sent 
Albertine running for water. 

The man is really filthy,” Madame Corky said, shaking 
her head incredulously. 

What did you propose to do? ” 

We must feed him, and let him rest here to-day. To-night 
he can continue his journey to the coast.” To the coast . . . 
So Albertine must have reported the argument he had had 
with her in the kitchen, and something which he had said to 
Albertine must have pleased Madame Corky enough to thaw 
some of the icicles in her cy«. 

" He couldn’t go on to-night,” Hearne said. “ He will have 
to stay here.” 

Stay here? ” 

“Stay here} ” echoed Albertine, reappearing in the door- 
way. “ But the Boches ” 

That word was sufficient for Madame Corky. 

“ He stays here,” she said, rapping her stick defiandy on the 
ground. She was watching Hearne thoughtfully. “ War seems 
to have improved you, Bertrand,” she observed with a peculiar 
smile. Hearne shrugged his shoulders and went on with his 
job. Myles was recovering, 

“He may be here for a day or two,” Hearne said at last. 
This was, he had decided, a diversion rather than a complica- 
tion. The stranger had already pushed Hearne into second 
place as far as the women’s interest was concerned. And he was 
an intelligent man : if he were a newspaper man, then he was 
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also a practised observer. It would be nice to know just what 
he had seen as he had travelled through that very interesting 
piece o£ countryside in the last few wc^s. If he would talk, it 
would be useful. If he would talk. 

Albertine said, He can hide in the straw in the shed.” 

“ That’s the first place the Germans would look.” Hearne 
had helped Myles on to the nearest chest and was now trying 
to ease the shoes off the American’s feet. It was slow work. 
He added, as Albertine stood unbelieving, ‘‘ Any place with 
live-stock is a sure place for them to look.” 

Albertine didn’t like that idea : it troubled her. 

“Well, then, in the store-room upstairs?” she suggested 
with an effort. 

“ Store-rooms are equally dangerous. Food may be kept 
there.” 

“Then where? ” Albertine was alarmed. Good, thought 
Hearne : it was only alarm which forced Albertine’s type of 
humanity out of its neat, orderly groove. Fear ended com- 
placency; fear spurred on the imaginatively lazy. 

“Here.” 

“ What? ” Both Madame Corlay and Albertine had raised 
their voices in shocked protest. 

Hearne pointed to the draped beds. “There’s nothing 
wrong with the idea. It’s a good old Breton custom. • And this 
is one place where the Germans will not look unless they are 
really suspicious, and in that case no place would be safe for 
him at all. This is the bedroom of Madame Corlay, who is an 
invalid. TTiat’s the safest place for this man.” 

“ He couldn’t stay here all the rime.” 

“ No.” Hearne repressed a smile. “ Not all the time. He 
can use my room or the store-room all day. But if anyone 
strange appears, or at the first sign of a German, then he’d 
better slip into that spare bed.” 

“ And at night? ” Madame Corlay’s voice was cold. 

“ Here,” Hearne said decidedly. It had to be here : his plans 
for these night journeys must not be interfered with. He 
looked earnestly at Madame Corlay; his voice didn’t weaken. 
“ Then we won’t be caught unawares if some one awakens us 
in a hurry. And if the Germans seem suspicious and deifiand 
to search your room, then hi can escape by that window over 

E 
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there. This is the safest place in the house for him,” His tone 
was final. 

The second shoe was at last removed. Myles had screwed up 
his face, but he wasn’t letting any sound escape. Albertinc 
was watching in dismay. 

“ It’s all right, Albertine. They’ve stopped bleeding now. 
The floor won’t be marked.” And then as he saw her 
expression change, he added more gently, “ Better get a bath 
ready for him.” She nodded and left the room. 

“ He’ll look much better when we dean him up,” Hearne 
said cheerfully. “ The trouble will be clothes. He’s taller than 
I am.” 

Madame Corky looked at Hearne, as if surprised. Yes, he 
is tall,” she said thoughtfully. 

“ And he’s killed a lot of Germans. You must get him to tell 
you the stewry to-morrow.” ^ 

To-morrow? ” The questioning eyebrows were her last 
protest. 

Or the next day.” 

Madame Corky was looking at him speculatively. Hearne 
wondered just w^t that look meant : it was kind enough, but 
he didn’t like it somehow. She might be almost about to smile. 
Bkst Corky, he thought, for refusing at the last moment to 
give a letter or a message for his mother. As soon as they had 
told him of the proposed impersonation, he had shut up as 
tight as an oyster. Fortunately for their pl^s, they hadn’t 
told him until the last day, and hy that time all the information 
they needed was already gathered and tabulated. If Corky 
hadn’t been so unwilling at the last minute, then Hearne 
wouldn’t now be going through this mi m ing act. It would 
have made things easier all round. And it would have made 
things pleasanter, too. 

Madame Corky reached suddenly towards the table be- 
side her. She fumbled, and then lifted a pair of spectacles. 
At that moment, Hearne bent over to help Myles to his 

feet. 

** Better get that bath,” he said, his face turned away from 
Madame Corky. “ I’ll bring him back later to you. His story 
will interest you.” 

He helped Myles towards the landing, and closed the door 
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of Madame Coriay’s room in relief. That last minute had been 
really embarrassing. Blast Corlay, he thought again. 

But two things he had found out. Madame Corlay didn’t 
like to wear glasses : and without these glasses Madame Corlay 
didn’t see so well as she pretended. 

That afternoon Hcarne worked in the field. The American, 
washed and fed, rested in the house. He had asked for paper 
and pencil, and had settled himself in the one comfortaJble 
chair in Hcarne’s room. “To get my thoughts licked into 
shape while the memory is still hot,” he explained with a 
smile which had become broader and easier. 

“ They will make interesting reading,” Hearnc said politely, 

“ That’s the idea.” 

“ Sit near the open window. I’ll give a whistle if any Nazis 
arrive. You know where to go? ” 

“ If it isn’t going to worry your mother.” 

“ The war hasn’t finish«i for her. This is one of the few 
ways she has of fighting on. And tell her that story of 
yours.” 

“ I gather she has no love for the Nazis.” 

“ She hates them passionately.” 

The two men exchanged smiles. Then Hcarne had gone 
out to the field. 

He worked where he could have a clear view of the path 
which led from the farm past the round-towered pigeonnier, 
past the Pinot lands, down to the belt of trees hiding Saint- 
Daxiat. But no Germans appeared, and no Henri. Once he 
thought he saw Anne’s smooth, feir hair; once an old, slow- 
moving peasant woman crossed the fields to the east, and then 
disappeared in the direction of the Pinot farm. Behind him 
the trees surrounding the ruined castle seemed silent and safe 
enough. On his first job he used to imagine an enemy behind 
every bush, but now he was past that stage. There weren’t 
enough Germans to surroimd and spy on every lonely little 
farm throughout occupied France. Danger woiild come only 
when suspicions were aroused. At present, he was just another 
peasant working in his field. 

By five o’clock he was no longer annoyed with Henri : he 
was worried. He carried the spade and the two other tools 
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carefully down to the house. Albertine was working in the 
small vegetable and herb garden. 

“ Henri? he asked, 

Albertine was worried, too. “ III go and find him, the old 
fool,” she said slowly. 

Hearne thought about that. No,” he said, ‘‘ you stay here. 
You’ve plenty to do. Fll go before it’s dark, if he isn’t back 
by that time.” The Germans might be patrolling after dark : 
then the fields, and not the road to the village, would be the 
safer place. And he couldn’t tell Albertine the kind of thing 
he wanted to know. He would have a better chance of finding 
out just what had happened to Henri — not that he could help 
the old boy if he were in trouble. That would be a dangerous 
complication. But he had to know what was going on in 
the village, and to discover, if it were possible, whether the 
Germans intended to stay. Perhaps they weren’t even there 
now; perhaps Henri’s report that morning had been only a 
temporary alarm. He h^ to know. 

He walked quickly down to the village. It was strange to 
think how long the path had seemed on that morning when 
he arrived. Now he was rested, and no longer hungry, and 
the way was quite short. Almost' too short if the Germans 
were going to leave some men in the village. 

At the bridge on the road a young man sat on the low wall, 
staring at the shallow water beneath. He looked up as Hearne ’s 
footsteps neared him. 

“ Well,” he said, so you’re back.” Light-haired, freckled, 
a nose which wasn’t quite straight, high cheek-bones, blue eyes, 
a twisted smile. 

Hearne said ‘‘ Yes,” and walked moodily on. 

The young man slid off the wall and hurried after him. He 
limped badly. So this was Kerenor, Jean-Christophe Ker&or, 
the “ foreign ” schoolteacher from Lorient. 

“ How’s the writing? ” he asked with the same twisted smile. 

Fm looking for Henri,” Hearne said briefly. 

“ He’s at the hotel. He’s had a busy day.” There was only 
the inflexion of a Breton accent in the man’s speech, but the 
voice held the same mocking quality as the smile. Hearne said 
nothing. He turned into the market-place. On his left was 
the long, low hotel. And in front of it were two large carSf 
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He saw the Nazi flags, the soldiers on guard, and haltal 
involuntarily. 

We have guests,” smil«i Kcrcnor, watching Hcamc from' 
the corner of his eyes. ** Not so very many, but seemingly 
important.” His arm swept to the large black-letter nadees 
pasted along the blankness of the hotel wall, 

Henri.? ” asked Hearne. Kcrcnor had said Henri was in 
the hotel. And it was obvious that the hotel was the cht^en 
headquarters for the visiting Germans. 

He’s all right. He’s in the bar.” 

There were other people in the market-place. Some grouped 
under the trees and talked. Others walked slowly, their heads 
bent. All looked subdued and anxious. The fact that odicr 
men were in the street decided Hearne. He was one of Aon — 
just anoAcr beaten Frenchman. 

He started towards the hotel. Ker6nor limped along besidb 
him. At jfirst Hearne wondered; for Kerfoor had dwiously 
never liked Bertrand Corlay. And then he remembered. 
Ker^nor liv«i here, lodging in Ac hotel which the oAcr 
** foreigner,” Madame Perro, owned. 

The Nazis standing so proudly on guard Adn’t even seem 
to glance at Acm. There were so few of Acm, Hcamc 
Aought; so few, and yet so sure of Aeir own safety. And 
why not, if yem knew planes were only fifteen minutes’ flying 
time away, planes whiA could level this village to a pile of 
rubble in even less Ane Aan Aat; why not, if you knew 
that the pcojde in Ais village knew it too? Blaclonail wiA 
planes . . . only Ac Germans had Aought erf that and planned 
accordingly. Here was a community <rf perhaps some four 
himAcd people in all, and it was occupied and controlled 
a handful of sdf-assured men. Four hundred would do what 
twenty, or less, would tdl Acm. 

Kcroior followed him into Ac bar. As he limped, he put 
his hand on his right thigh as if by leaning on it he could 
keep up with Hcarnc’s stride. 

Elisc will be delighted,” he said suddenly. 

Elisc? ” Hearne stared at Ac bitter smile. He was 
strangdiy uncomfortable at Ae naked look in Ac oAer man’s 
eyes. 

Elisc.” KcrAor lingered over Ac name. He was himing 
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himself piirp<^ly, thought Hcamc. His eyes showed it : they 
didn’t smile, but the twist on his lips seemed to have frozen 
there. Yes, Eiise. She’s back toa” And then he was gone. 

Who the devil was Elisc, Hcamc was wondering. Better get 
Henri, Better get out of this place before any other riddles 
were put to him. He looked round the room with its small 
stone-topped tables. In the large alcove at the curtained win- 
dow there was a group of men. Old men. They sat staring 
at the glasses before them. Henri, his chin sunk in his gnarled 
fists, was motionless. No one talked. No one moved, as 
Hcamc went over to the table. 

He’s dnmk, solidly drunk, Hearnc thought. He said 
quiedy; ** Henri. Come,” 

H«m raised his eyes slowly, and looked at Hearnc from 
under his lowered brows. 

** Ni zo Bretoned, tud kal«i,” he said. 

** Yes,” Hearnc answered, remembering the little of Breton 
which he had once known. ** Yes. But Albertine wants you.” 

The old man rose slowly and left the table. None of the 
others spoke. Henri didn’t look at them; he was walking with 
a yisiUc effort towards the door, unnaturally erect, looking 
neitber to right nor to left. Hearnc followed. At least, he 
was congratulating himself, the old chap looked as if he could 
make it under his own steam. One thing he must remember 
^ut these Bretons: they were powerful drinkers. In one 
way, it was funny to think how worried he had been all this 
afternoon when Henri was missing, and all the time Henri had 
ju^ drowning his sorrows. It was so funny that Hearne 
didn’t even feel angry. It was funny, and pathetic. ** Ni zo 
Brctoi^,” Henri had quoted : ‘‘ We arc the Bretons, a hard 
race. . ,. There they were, not one of them under seventy, 
just sitting and drinking and thinking of the national songs, 
as if to cling on to some pride, as if to keep themselves from 
drowning in a sea of Celtic despair. Hearne looked back at the 
group of men. They hadn’t moved. Henri had already passed 
through the doorway with its tightly gathered yellow curtains. 
He was literally walking straight home. 

i(^d then, as Hearne reached the yellow curuins, the door 
behind him, which led from the bar into the restaurant of 
the hotel, swung open. He turned at the grating noise of the 
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hinges. He could see a tablecloth in the background; and an 
officer’s cap lying on its whiteness. But his eyes came back to 
the girl standing in the open doorway. 

** God ! ” he said to himself. 

And then she came forward. Only a ^1 with the face of an 
angel could move like that. He suddenly realized that the 
lips were parted in a breathless smile, that the large eyes were 
fixed on his. 

“ Bertrand! ” And then she had caught bcA his hands in 
hers. Cool hands, soft hands. 

** Bertrand.” The dark eyelashes flickered. She shook her 
head slowly, unbelievingly. “ I’ve just come back. No one 
told me you were back until Ker^nor came two minutes 
ago. . . Hcarne felt the blood high in his face. 

Most touching,” said Kerenor. He was standing at the 
counter of the bar, watching them with that same look in his 
eyes which had embarrassed Hearne brfore. Hisc turned her 
face towards Keraior. 

'‘Go away, Jean,” she said, but the laugh in her vc&x 
took the sting out of the words; the long look from her eyes 
softened the frown. Heame watched her profile incredulously. 

Kerenor bowed, and wheeling abruptly on his heel he 
limped out of the door. Masochist, thought Hearne, and then 
as die girl in the clinging flowered dress turned her face once 
more towards him, he forgot Kerenor. 

“ You look as if you could scarcely believe your cy^,” she 
teased in her low voice. 

" I — didn’t know ” 

"Of course not. I was in Paris after Strasbourg was 
evacuated. Now it is more — ^well, suitable” — ^her eyes em- 
phasized the word — " that I shoiild come back here.” 

Hearne stood without speaking. Who on earth wa§ this 
^1.?^ Corky had told mm of Anne, of Albertine, of his 
mother; of everything, it now seemed, except a goddess with 
green eyes and a warm snaile, with smooth white skin and 
sculptured bones. 

She interpreted his silence in her own way. "You were 
worried about me? And I was for you. I thought you were 
cither dead or taken by the English and I wouldn’t sec you 
perhaps ever again. But now we neoin’t worry any mc^e. I 
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may be here for a monjh, two months.” She paused. “ When 
can we meet? To-night? The usual placte? ” 

Hcarne was taken aback. He hcatated. 

What’s wrong? ” the girl asked. 

** Would it be safe? ” he hedged. 

“ Why nc^? ” The large eyes were still larger. “ Tve so 
much to tell you. I must see you.” It was a command. 

“ Of course.” Hcarne said. “ Of course.” 

Is that all you can say? ” There was a frown shadowing 
the smooth brow. 

** You arc so beautiful.” 

She laughed, as if to herself. That is better. ... So you 
still love me? ” 

“ Yes, I love you.” 

“ More than ever? ” 

Then the grating o£ the restaurant door interrupted them. 
A large w<Mnan, tightly encased in black silk, her hair 
flagrantly dyed and tortured into rigid waves, had entered 
the bar-room. 

Elise,” she said, and motioned with her head towards the 
restaurant. 

Yes, Aunt Marie. Coming.” 

Be quick, then.” The large woman nodded again. She 
looked at Hcarne and pursed her lips; and then the door 
scrcaiicd once more, 

Hcarne stiffened, ” Who are your friends in there? ” 

Bertrand! ” The girl was delighted. I’ve told you before 
you mustn’t be jealous. Business is merely business.” She 
looked c<mtcmptuously round the empty room, at the desolate 
tobies, at the small group of men sitting so silently in the 
wmdow alcove. “We have still a lot of work to do,” she 
aAiqd. “You will be needed more than ever. I’ll tell you 
when I see you. To-night . . She hesitated and glanced 
towards the restaurant door. “ Well, perhaps to-morrow night 
.would be better. To-morrow night at ten o’clock? ” 

“ Yes,” said Hcarne. There was nothing else he could say. 
“ To-morrow night at ten. At the ? ” 

“ Yes, at the usual place.” She gave him a last long look, a 
warm smile, a pressure of her cool, slender hand. The pro- 
testing door was held open long enough for a glance over her 
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shoulder and a last smile; for his eyes to see the tables beyond, 
empty except for one where three uniformed men had risen 
to &eir feet. 

Heamc took a deep breath. He needed it. 

He had left the Hotel Perro and the market-place behind him 
before his thoughts began to take shape. He felt like a man 
who had been caught in a strong river current and had 
managed, somehow, to pull himself out on to the bank. He 
passed some men, but he kept his eyes fixed moodily on the 
road. Some one said in a strong Breton voice, ** It’s Corlay.” 
But Hearne only raised a hand in greeting, and kept his eyes 
lowered. He had had just about enough for one night; just 
about. And then he remembered that to-night he’d have to 
try a first journey. He’d have to test that front door. Some- 
time before supper he’d have to examine that lock, perhaps 
grease it. Sometime when Albertine was feeding the hens or 
even looking after the cows, fc«* Henri wouldn’t be mikh use 
this evening. 

He quickened his pace. The fields wore empty, the woods 
were silent. In the autumn, when the late evening sun rested 
on the rich brown leaves, the trees would match that girl’s 
hair. But he wouldn’t be here to see. By the beginning of 
September his job would — ^must be finished. No, he wouldn’t 
be here to see. ‘‘ All right, then,” he said to himself savagely. 

You won’t be here in September, You*il be lucky if you 
are anywhere in September.” 

In the farm-house kitchen he found Henri ritting at the 
smaller table, his elbows on the hard wood, his eyes firmly 
closed. There was the sound oi a piano. 

Albertine’s face was like a thundercloud. *‘He came in 
without a word and sat down and went to sleep,” she saud. 
“ Not a word out of his head, not a word. And after me 
worrying myself to death over him, and all the work left un- 
done.” She stopped abruptly. ViTiat’s wrong? ” she asked, 
her voice unexpectedly softening. 

** Nothing. Not many Germans so far. Just some flags 
and some large notices plastered on the walls. Where’s the 
American ? ” 

Albertine smiled and pointed to the ceiling above her head. 
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HearBe listened more intently. It wasn't well played, and it 
was sofdy played, but there was no doubt about the tune. It 
was I Can^t Give You Anything but Loue^ Baby, 


CHAPTER IX Pages from the Life of Bertrand Corky 

W HEN Hearnc awoke next morning, Hs legs stiflf, his arm 
cramped in the deepness o£ sleep into which his ex- 
haustion had plunged him, he noticed first his muddied boots 
lying drunkenly on the floor, then his clothes abandoned in a 
li^p beade them, and last of all the half-open door leading to 
the store-room. A chair scraped; something moved. Hearne, 
suddenly very much awake, pulled on the .nightshirt lying at 
the bottom of the bed and crossed quickly to the door. 

It was the American, sitting on an uncomfortable chair in 
fincmt of the open window. On his crossed legs he balanced 
a book and some sheets of paper. He saluted Hearne with his 
pencil. 

Sipry if I woke you,” he said. “ But I had to get up to 
Wretch my legs.” 

“ Very difficult,” Hearne answered, looking at the mass of 
ol^ects which were hoarded in the room. “ This place looks 
like a furniture shop. We never throw anything away.” 

Some people would pay a lot of money for much of this 
stuff.” 

“ But they seldom do.” 

The American grinned. “ I guess not. We are all bargain- 
hunters.” 

How is your writing getting on? ” 

Not so hot. But I am getting the stuff on to paper : that’s 
the main thing.” 

‘‘ It must be very interesting.” 

^Ht’ll sell, anyway.” 

“ Won’t it be dangerous to take notes along with you ? ” 

“ ni abandon them if need be. Meanwhile I get everything 
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in order, and I'll remember the facts better when I see them 
written down. That’s the way my memory works.” 

** Are you comfortable.? Did you sleep well? ” Heamc was 
being the polite host. 

Myles laughed. After three weeks of straw, if I was 
lucky? ” 

Hearne smiled wholeheartedly. Then Myles wouldn’t have 
heard him last night. Not that he had made much noise : the 
door had worked smoothly enough after proper coaxing. He 
had left the house at ten when every one seemed asleep, and 
he had returned before dawn. Myles hadn’t made any joke, 
either, about the clothes on the bedroom floor. Perhaps the 
curtained window had blocked enough light so that the 
American had only noticed a crumpled heap instead of mud. 
And dampness couldn’t be seen; it wasn’t likely that anyone 
moving quickly through another man’s bedroom was going to 
stop to touch things. Hearne waited for a stray alluaon; if 
Myles had noticed anything, now would be the time ioc one o£ 
his cracks. But Myles was smiling placidly, trying without 
much success to ignore Hcarnc’s nightshirt. Chapter nine- 
teen, thought Hearne : The Bretons at Home.” He looked 
down at his knees, wondering how they’d appear in print. 

^*rd better get dressed. I seem to have slept very late,” 
Hearne said. 

“ It’s almost ten o’clock. I suppose that’s almost the day 
over in this country.” 

Almost. I’ve been ill, so Albertinc lets me sleep half the 
day. Now I’ve got some work to do. I write, too.” 

What’s your line? ” The American was interested. 

Oh, only small things,” Heamc w^ charmingly modest. 

** I’d like to see some of them.” 

** Thank you. We must compare our different styles.” 
Hearne smiled and nodded towards the pages of notes on the 
American’s knee. “Now, if you will excuse me . . .” He 
bowed as gallantly as he could in the short shirt. 

“ Of course.” Myles was being equally gallant. He saluted 
again with the pencil. He was trying valiantly to hide a 
private joke. Hearne kept his face straight with difficulty. 
This was a moment when he would have liked to, discard 
this French-intoned English for his own voice to say, “ Go 
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on, old man, have your laugh. It’s on me.” He bowed 
again. 

*‘Hope Fm nc^ disturbing you,” Myles called after him. 
‘*This was Albertine’s idea. She wouldn’t have me down- 
stairs in case anyone looked through a window. Which 
reminds me — did you see many Germans yesterday? ” 

Hearne came back to the door. He had pulled on his 
crumpled trousers and the harsh wool sweater. “ Not many, 
so far,” he said. There were some officers in the hotel, and 
a handful of soldiers. But not enough to patrol the farms. 
Not yet, anyway. I think you’ll be safe.” 

As long as I keep away from the main road and that rail- 
way. That’s how I found myself on your farm. Two nights 
ago I was down in the valley- It wasn’t so healthy, so I came 
up on to the hillside.” 

** I wonder what the Boches want down there? ” 

** It’s a main line from North-eastern France to the coast, 
I’m telling you I saw enough stuff being rolled over these tracks 
to set up whole airfields.” 

But couldn’t they fly planes? Why do they send them by 
train? ” 

The American was very patient. He was, decided Hearne, 
a decent sort of chap. And he liked to explain. You fly 
planes, certainly. But then there are the spare parts, and the 
oil, and a hundred other things to fix up an airport.” 

“ But we had some aerodromes near here, I think.” 

** If they weren’t destroyed completely, they are only being 
fixed for decoys. The Germans are building others. And 
this part of the country is good. It can’t be shelled from the 
English coast, but it’ll make a good spring-board against 
Southampton and Plymouth. These airports are springing up 
everywhere. I’m telling you I saw them with my two eyes. I 
could name ten places I’ve come through, all of them with 
new camouflaged airfields. They are so well hidden — ^netting 
and leaves over the planes, lying well spread out beside clumps 
of innocent trees, with litde runways to hayficlds which arc 
the real taking-off point — ^that I alrnost got caught at one of 
them. I had been coming throu^ a thicket of trees, and there 
was a path ahead. At one end of the path was a plane all in 
fancy Aress; at the other end there was a hayficld. I had been 
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avoiding a big hangar and a j&nc airfield about three miles 
away to my left. It must have been a dummy, I guess the idea 
is that the British will probably find out there’s an air base 
beside village X- They will come over and bomb X, and will 
naturally aim for the flying-field. The Germans at point X, 
but just a mile or two from danger, will smile and rub their 
hands and go on bombing Britain.” 

** It would be very important, then, for the British to find 

out ” Hearne halted and shrugged his shoulders. But 

it would be too (hfficult.” 

It would be important. And not too difficult. I myself 
could tell them of several places which would interest them. 
And Fm willing to bet the British have ways of their own for 
finding out.” 

Hearne shrugged his shoulders again. It seems so hope- 
less,” he said. 

The American smiled. The British don’t know what that 
word means. They can drive an American nuts with their 
slowness and self-complacency. But they never think any- 
thing’s hopeless.” 

There was a pause. 

How are the feet? ” Hearne asked politely. 

Myles looked at them in their white linen wrappings. 
“ Doing nicely, I think. This was Albertine’s idea, too. She 
covered them with some kind of paste which her grandmother 
used. It certainly looked mouldy enough, but it’s working 
miracles. They don’t even hurt now wh^ I stand on them.” 

** Good,” Hearne said, and turned towards his roorn. I 
must work now, if you’ll excuse me.” He bowed gravely. 
The American saluted again with the pencil; his eyes wenen’t 
at all grave. 

It didn’t take Hearne very long to jot down in his private 
shorthand all the particulars he had noted last night. He con- 
sidered that journey merely as a kind of introduction to the 
countryside round 4c railway. To-morrow he would explore 
westward and watch the roadway from Rennes to Saint-Malo 
on the coast. Once he got accustomed to short cuts and patches 
of good cover, he would travel more quickly. But even judg- 
ing from what he had seen to-night, his jdb might be 
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useful. That idea cheered him; he wrote quickly and con- 
tinuously. When the time came to get a report sent out from 
Mont Saint-Michel he could choose the most urgent of these 
points. Meanwhile, like the American, he was noting every- 
thing down. 

Myles’s remarks had cnly confirmed his own observations. 
There was some terrific construction work going on up there 
to the north of Saint-Deodat. He remembered that the railway 
ran through the old town of Dol before it swerved north-west 
to the coast. And northward above Dol the land was a flat 
plain, miles and miles of plain, most of which had been re- 
claimed from the sea. The more he thought of Dol, the more 
interesting he found it. First, there was the railway direct 
from the east to Dol. Secondly, Dol was connected to Dinan 
by a good road, and Dinan was at the end of the canal from 
Rennes. Thirdly, there was a main highway from the east 
which ended at Saint-Malo on the coast, and that highway cut 
across the road from Dinan to Dol. So Dol could be served 
three ways if the traffic were heavy towards that town. And 
Dol, lying back from the sea-coast, commanded a long stretch 
of plain. Yes, this job he had to do might be quite useful. 

He finished his last entry,, and looked round the room for 
some place to keep these notes safely. The empty bookshelves 
yawned at him from the corner. ** Stop gaping at me,” he told 
them. ril soon have you filled up.” His words gave him the 
idea : the safest place for his sheet of paper, and the sheets 
which would be added, was the inside of a book. He looked 
at the rest of the furniture : this table on which he had written, 
with its one unlocked drawer kept obviously for writing 
material; the chest beside tlie bed; the wardrobe; the concealed 
wash-basin affair. None of these was practicable : Albertine 
had access to everything. The only Aing which wouldn’t 
interest her would be the contents of the bookcase. He rose 
and walked over to the bed, pulling the cover aside. He felt 
the mattresses: straw, feather, wool, in that order. No, he 
decided : they’d only ooze if he split them, and their depths 
could lose anything they were hiding. It would have to be 
the bookcase. 

Unlike the rest of the furniture, it was a rough, amateur 
piece of work. Whoever had made it had been impatient* 



hllPE OF BEETRAND COELAY 8l 

The shelves hadn’t been sandpapered sufficiently before the 
first undercoat of stain, and the varnish had been scantily 
applied. The top and sides had been finished well enough; 
viewed that way, it wasn’t a bad job at all. But the man who 
had made it hadn’t bothered alx>ut the rest of it. He had 
probably thought it didn’t matter because the books them^ves 
would hide his unfinished work. At the moment, standing 
empty as it was, the bookcase looked as hideous as a child with 
ringworm. 

By dinner-time the task of sorting the books was only half 
done. Albertine, bringing some foM to the American in the 
store-room, halted in amazement at the litter surrounding 
Hearne on the floor. He followed her obediently down^airs, 
and ate his meal in silence. His thoughts would have increased 
Albcrtine’s amazement. After some attempts to talk about the 
potatoes which he had bruised yesterday in his digging, she 
was left to ccmccntrate on the fire and the soup-pot. ** Back 
to your old ways,” she had said sourly, and the remark only 
added to . Hearne’s thoughtfulness. He finished the food 
hastily, hardly concealing his impatience to be back in his 
room. As he mounted the stairs, he found his excitement 
growing. Albertine was calling after him something about 
pictures on his wall. He paused on the top step to shout down 
** Later! Later! ” and then he was once more among the piles 
of books. 

But he wasn’t alone. The American had hobbled to the 
connecting door as he heard him return. 

Hello,” he said in a mixture of surprise and pleasure as 
he looked at the books on the floor. “ Can I help? ” 

** No. It’s all right. It w^l be bad for your feet; you must 
rest.” 

“ As you like,” Myles said stiffly. “ Thought I could lend 
a hand, that’s all.” 

Hearne relented. He lifted the small pile of fairly recent 
novels which he had discarded as being of no interest to him, 
and carried them into the store-room. ‘‘ Here’s something to 
read,” he said. You shouldn’t try to walk about so muefa.^’ 

^'To be perfectly frank, that was all I wanted . , . just 
something to read. Thanks.” He looked at the novels. ** If,” 
he added, “ if my French will take me that far.” 
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It will be good for you to read French. YouVe still a 
Journey to make.” 

Yes, I wanted to ask you about that.” 

Hearne looked at his watch. “ I’ll be finished in one hour, or 
perhaps two hours at the most. I shall come and talk with you 
then. O.K.?” 

Myles laughed unexpectedly. “ O.K.,” he echoed, and 
laughed again. 

Hearne closed the connecting door firmly behind him. 
** Now,” he said to himself with considerable satisfaction, and 
sat cross-legged on the floor. 

The books were indeed a strange collection. As he had 
pulled them out of the wardrobe that morning, Hearne had 
noticed two things. One part of this small library was formed 
of old books, badly printed in eye-straining type. Their bind- 
ings ripped at a touch, the paper was yellowing not so much 
with age as with cheapness. But the other part, and by far 
the greater part, had been bought within the last two years. 
Handsome volumes they were, with binding and paper and 
type to shame the older books. The first thought that struck 
Hearne was that Corlay must have been making money then 
with his teaching. The older books, obyiously second- or third- 
hand, were a monument to the days when Madame Corlay had 
pinched and scraped to let her son stay at the University. 
Then, when he had a job, he had begun to buy himself some 
new books. It was just after this solution that Hearne saw 
the signature on each fly-leaf, together with the date when 
Corky had added each b^k to his bookshelves. The solution 
crumbled away. Hearne examined all the new books methodi- 
cally; his mind was a strange mixture of excitement, dawning 
suspicion, and dismay. 

The earliest date on any of these newer books was January 
20, 1938. By that time Corlay had been out of his temporary 
teaching job for over six mondis. For six months he had been 
living on the farm, dependent on Albertinc’s work for his 
food, on his mother’s generosity for his pocket-money. Hearne 
had seen enough of the life on this farm to know that there was 
little pocket-money for anyone. Madame Corky’s dress had 
been of the ageless variety, of a cut and colour which a careful 
woman would wear for years. Her one jacce of jewellery, the 
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rold chain and brooch, had obviondy been inherited like th« 
house and furniture. The piano was a relic of the hard years 
in Rennes. There was no wireless set, the usual consolation 
for an invalid. 

Hearnc rose on impulse', and went over to the wardrobe 
again. He counted the jackets and suits thoughthiUy : more 
than he would expect for a man in Corlay’s positkm. He 
fingered the materi^s; they felt as new as they looked. Cheap 
cloSies, imitation smsrt clothes, none of them any older than 
two years. Hearne was thinking, I don’t like this at ail. Per^ 
haps Corlay had saved enough money somehow; perhaps there 
had been a legacy; perhaps he had won a lottery. Perhai^ any 
of these. Perhaps. Hearnc shook his head slowly, and walked 
hack to the books. 

The second thing which had startled Hearne that morning 
was that Corlay had rarely finished reading a bodk. Or else 
the man was a genius and could rca 4 through uncut pages. In 
the whole collection, there were only about ten boo£ with 
die pages entirely cut. The rest had pages cut for the first 
chapters, and occasionally some pages cut at the end. But 
not one of these books had been read right tfarou^. 

Hearnc found himself looking at the bookcase. I bet he 
made that, he thought; made it, and then lost interest in it 
before he had it properly finished. The wood was sound, and 
the design was an attempt at a piece of modern funuturc. 
Corlay must have seen scunc pictures o£ Swcdidi modern. 
That was wha^ im had ecfi&i. Grand idc^ he iked. Grand 
ideas . . • The phrase haunted Hearne. He shook him^lf free 
dE qjcculation and went back pnee more to the books.. The 
beginning of the riddle would be solved widi them, he Mt- 

He would begin with the earliest volumes^ and here Qorlay^s 
T^isskm fcMT inscribing his name and the date would pem^ in- 
vaiuaWe. Hearnc laid the books in rough groupings, acccMrding 
ix> the dates on their fly-leaves. ^Eadi heap of books <m Ac 
floor represented a year Corlay’s intellectual life. 

The first book belonged to igis : a school prize £<m: ancfcnt 
history. Next came 1930 : a schoed prize for medieval history, 
and three text-books on French history, wiA the cm 

Brittany closely underiined a^d annotated. By 1^:2, O^ky 
was at Ae University of Rennes; and for Ae next femr ^ars 

F 
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the bodes were tads on adm Fraidi litaratme or history, or 
pc^liGci bk^raphks dE ibrooiis Brdxms such as Jacques Cartier, 
Si|px>iif, Mah^ de La Boimfeuiiais, or abridged cheap editions 
of Chateaubriand, Launneenais, Brizeux, Renan, Villiers de 
risk-Adam, Aboard. And d^e were all Bretons, too, 
rdiected Heamc. 

It was just at this point that Albcrtine had appeared with 
food for tihe American, and had reminded him sharply that 
dinner had been ready 'for half an hour. If only, he had 
thought, as he fdUow^ Albertinc downstairs, if only peofie 
woul^ stqp being weU-mcaning, if only they’d leave him alone. 

But now, at 1 ^ both AJbertine and the American hsd beoi 
settled. 

Now,” he said to the bodes with considerable satirfaction. 
‘‘Now . . ” 


CHAPTER X Poems for E. 

xtearnb adjusted himsdf oHufcxtably on crossed Icg^ and 
Aircadiad for the 1937 pile of bodes. There were magazines, 
tDc^ in this but the subject was uniform. It was politics. 

Ckrfay had definitely been interested in Breton nationalism. 
Tim was hardly surprising after his carlia:' choice in hist<M7 
and litoamrc. But he had also now branched into Royalist 
ideas. Perhaps he had thought that Brittany’s cause could be 
bc^ served by a re^oration d a King in France. And then, in 
the summer of 1937, he had ended his subscriptions to Royalist 
publications as if he had bad a sudden revulsion. After that 
summer, there were no bodes or magazines on the Royalist 
side. In fact, from the summer of 1937 until January 20, 1938, 
there were no books bought at all. That was when he was 
unemployed. Then, in January of 1938, began the new scries 
of books— first editions, modern, well-bound, well-printed. 
But, Hearne reminded himsdf, Corlay was then still un- 
employed, He sat and looked at these recent additions to the 
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library, the witnesses o£ Corky’s nncxpcctcd pro^paity. As 
a last excuse, he thought that a friend might have sent them 
to Corky. A friend . . . but a paruliar kind of tkiid. For 
these books dealt with the decadracc of dcnKxa'acy, the future 
far men of action, the new order in economy and pditics. 

“ Well,” said Hearne, well, now.” 

He felt he could do with a cigarette, or a drink. He rose and 
went to the window. The air was heavy with the smell of the 
fruit-trees after rain. But at least it was dean. He looked at 
the pile of Fascist literature on the floor : at least the air was 
clean. 

There still remained one ^eap of books to be examined, 
They looked like copy-books.; Heame picked them up one by 
one, glancing quickly but methodically through their pages. 
Corky’s writing was flamboyant, but in spite dt the excesses of 
sweeps and curls the pen-marked pages were easy to read. 
Most of the note-books belonged to his university days. At first, 
be had been a prolific note-taker and duderlincr, but the la:turc 
notes tailed as his classes progressed. By the end c£ a year 
they were short and uninterested, and the margins were mied 
with the variations of the Bertrand Corky signature. 

But two note-books really attracted Hearne. The first was 
a desultory diary, or, rather, a scries of condensed complaints. 
Corky had been an unhappy young man : little, if anything 
had {leased him. He hadn’t liked ius school-tcaAing job — the 
pupils were uniformly stupid, his fellow-teachAs were ma- 
oomjpoof^ But when he 1 <^ that job, then his scorn switch^ 
to the unfairness o£ a Government which preferroi a Paris 
to a Rennes degree. There was a hijpt of “ victimization,” 
persccutipn for his nationalist beUefs. Aud yet, when he cairo 
tock to live on this Breton farm, it was strange that he ^cmed 
still unhappicr. This time he railed at the stupidities of the 
Breton peasant, the banalities d country life with its najxture 
of coarseness and superstition. Occasionally there would be 
a page concentrated on the CcM*ky family. He went to some 
Icngtiis to identify his ancestors: all of them seemed cither 
very noble or very brave or very artistic, or all three. His last 
ent^, dated January 7, 1938, stated flatly : It is intolerable 
that we should have been forced to live like animals. Once 
our name was famous, but now we must be content lo cat and 
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dacpOTCway I will iMst: be coaleiit/’ That was the 

mi ol the diary. 

It was mce that he cmM cat, anyway, Hcarac thOTg^t 
grimly. That was mcace th^ seme families were able to do. 

He carried the smmd iKjte-book over to the window- He 
Mt he neokd some more fresh air to help him finish this job. 
So Ccarky wonM not be content. . . . 

The second boci contained Onlay’s own writings. They 
amounted to exsudy eleven pages — the sum total of his work 
from August 1937, when he h^ come to live on his mothcr^s 
farm, until January 1938. January 1938. The date haunted 
Hcamc. Sennething pretty powerful had struck Coriay*s life 
in that month. Janii^ 1938. Hearne r<mscd hknsdf to iodk 
at the eleven pages of poems and epigrams. It was just as 
lie feared: Cerky wcmld prol^bly have made a good farmer. 
His curse was his <fcrire to live in the Ritz, to be a Breton 
widiout living in Brittany, to be the best poet explorer film- 
star orator aiti^ sstztesrmn tennis-champion scientist of his 
tune. He was mentally aiged fourteen, except that that 
slandeied fourtecn-year-okis. 

The |(Ac m on me, Heamc thou^t savagely, and went back 
10 the boots. Corky’s possibilitks were mart than either he 
or htatihews had bargained foe. He beg^ to jam the books 
mlod^fax^case. Automaticaliy he chose the heaviest volumes 
lor ^ two k)west drives, but the books he had tried to thrust 
die scco^ bc^tom shelf wouldn’t fit. They overkpped 
tte a%e by two inch^. Hcame struck at them imj^ticntly 
with ^ Ssr* TAe Myth of tie Twentieth Century . . . The 
Myth hf the Damn you ail to hdl,” he said, and gave 

a blow widt the side dE his wrist to thdr bold tides. His wrist 
hurl^ but the bodb didn’t move. They couldn’t, for the shdf 
was mcr widd cnoi^h for their breadth : the shelf could only 
hold de smaHor octavo-rize books. Whoever heard of anyone 
making a booker with the small books on the second bottom 
shdf? And Ctarky had taken some trouble about dat. The 
back of that second bottom shdf had b^n Mocked in to hold 
die smaller volumes securely. Blockoiin . . . Hcarne’s fingers 
lighdy tapped the back of the ddf. It was of lighter wood, 
pc^sibly a thin plywood. Between it and the real back of solid 
wood tl^re must be a space. But how to get into that ^ace 
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was auorficr question. Corlay must have been a ckveror 
carpenter than Hcarnc had imagined. 

But he needn’t have credited Corlay with too much dkili. 
As he pushed and shoved and pres^ the false back with the 
palm of his hand, it suddenly slid along grooves in the two 
shelves which it had separated. The end of the plywood panel 
caine out <rf the side of the bookcase and stuck mere incongru- 
ously, quivering with the force <rf Hearnc’s efiort. It was as 
easy as that. He pushed the panel back into posiik>n, and 
looked at the side of the bookcase. Simple, but neat enough, 
he decided. An imitation join going up the whole length of iht 
bookcase, like the stripe on a Guarcisman’s tmuser kg, had 
disguised Ckwrlay’s subterfuge. 

Cunning chap Tm suppe^wi to be,” Hcarnc said. Cun- 
ning : sdll aiK)ther aspect ci the simple Corlay, the mkundcr- 
^ood genius. Heame grinned. " I really bc^ to think Vm 
a bit of a stinker,” he added. He pushed the pand Aiews^s 
caioc more, slowly, carcfuliy this rime^ so Aat Ac plywood 
hemd wouldn^t crack up. ITiis secret compartment mig^t 
have its uses. It had, as he found om when the |^nd was 
sMf^ped aside to its full length. There, in foom of his hand, 
ky two note4xx)fes and some dieets <rf paper fastened together 
^with am da^c band. As he renmved his cuscovcit, he repaced 
his own notes in die i^at recess, Aini before he closed die fake 
dhdf-baci; once mcae, be r^icval his revdw and map from 
the unlocked trfik dkawer. TIkw wotM be safer insi^ thau 
ho(^kcs^ if any stray ©mmm had the i^nradon to seaudi 
f<»: weapons. TTicn he staged about twenty of the narrowa: 
vdumes along diat shdf, Tliey would be a safeguard if d^ 
American got tired of vicarious fmskm in high pi^xs, and 
ai^ndbned the overcomplicated emotions <rf the novds for a 
walk, perhaps a talk, in this room. Heame filled the od^x 
shdvcs, too, for good measure. TTie rexHU hx^ed ncal oimc 
more; that should kccp Albcrtinc happy. 

He carried the treasure-uovc over to the taHc. Now he 
might find sem^thing really soHd. He migh^ ^ wcU adxnit 1^ 
cxdtcmcnt. 

First, he arammed the papo^s. Two sims were fcaned 
t(^gether with a rusted clip : one, a map ci Nmihem Bott^ny 
with neat^ nxl4nk numbers ova: certam vSla^es siid towM; 
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ribg GtiKx, a typed list of and ^rat address^, with red- 

Ink ntindieris in the margie c^podte each nani^. He would 
stiKly db|$ cooibiBatbu later; pe^p% and this was the likeUest 
guessy dicsc were die naincs and distiim of tnmed Bretcni 
Badosiaiists. Grange that G^y shnild have taken so much 
tnmiblc to hkic tb^, for EmBu nationalists hadn^t been pro- 
scribed, even if dicy weren’t exaedy loved, by the French 
Government. Pcrh 4 >s Corky had hiding the list from 
his mother: she ocrtainly efidn’t agsec with any separatist 
ideas. She believed that the Bretons were the flower of the 
French Republic, and flowers wither when they are cut from 
cfaor stalks. 

Next came three sheets of paper, this time |mnncd tc^^er, 
listing dales and names of cafds. The dates ranged on a 
avers^ horn January 1938 until the end of August 
1939. Ihcsc si^ets were all typewritten, too, which meant 
that dm ^uff h®d been giyen to Corlay, for Corky had no 
typewriter. Mocdiig places and mteting times : that was the 
guess Heaim oo^d make, but the information on these 
shoem wouM iKacd inoEe careful examination when he was less 
^pMsed for tone. He slipped the rubber band round the 
papers, and placed them between die double sheet of worn 
bioltkg^pE^ier whidt ky inside the table drawer. He closed 
dbe ihougl^fuliy, and ^distractedly picked up the two * 

noiohooks. 

Tt^ were of a hotter brand than the copy-books which he 
liad fcMmd wardrobe along with the books. They even 

had modk-Jeatfaer oovm. He had the sudden premonition 
diar they bck^igcd to Cmky’s period dE unexpected prosperity. 
When he opened theiu, he saw he was right. One was a diary; 
ks Bm entry was uiKier Ac heading January 18, 1938. The 
ether contained Corky’s poems, each neatly dated at Ae foot 
of ks page* The first of Aese poems had been written on 
January 25, 1938. 

January 1938 . . - January 1938 . . . 

Wdl,” said Hcarnc, what a pecuUar thing.” His sar- 
casm a smile on his lips unA he began to read Ae poems. 
They were highly emckional, increasingly passionate, but obvi- 
ously sincere. Poor devil, he Aought, she twisted him around 
ail right, whoever Ae was. And Aen he came to twenty Imes 
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of verse written in October. They described Corlay’s bvc with 
great detail. I don^t know about tbc hips and breasts, bM 
there’s no mistaking the eyes and hair, Hcarac thmight. He 
re-read the description of the hair — ^autumn kav^ cau^t in 
the warmth of the late evening sun. He remembered his walk 
ye^rday, on his way home from the village. ** Damn,” he 
said aloud, damn it all.” He was suddenly annoyed, aknost 
angry. And then he laughed. “ Fool! ” he said to himsdf. 
Matthews, no doiibt, would have put it more ^ongly. It only 
proved, anyway, that Corky wasn’t a good poet. 

Towards the end of the poems — there were fourteen in all 
— it was obvious that Corky had achieved quite a lot. The 
last effusions were almost hysterical with joy. It embarrassed 
Hcarne to read them. “ All right,” he said irritably, “ I get 
the ideib All right.” And thee one line held his attentioo, 
** In the shadows of ihe dovecote, fortress of love and <£ 
our secrets ” . Dovecote. CcHild that be the pkee which 

Elisc had meant when she had asked him to meet her? If so, 
then he hadn’t the excuse that he didn’t know what she was 
talking about. And he had been hanging on to that excuse. 
It had been going to preserve his detachment to-night when 
ten o’clock came, and he was securely and respectably in bed. 
But now it was oitircly his own dioice whether he met Elisc 
at the dovecote or not. The choice was his own, and he dkla’t 
want to make it. The girl was dangerous; and it wasn’t the 
belief that she was a Bretem nationalist which made har seem 
dangerous, dther. He wouIdn\ go^ he decided; he’d read that 
dkry in bed. 

And yet the line of poetry haunted hkn . . . fortrm of 
our love and of our secrets.” - . . What secrets? Secrets erf 
love, berets <rf Br^n autonomy, what secrets? He paced the 
room, his head bent as if his eyes could read the riddle in 
the unevenness of the floor. Business before pleasure was one 
of Matthews’ original remarks. No, he wouldn’t go, he 
repeated, and thought of Matthews’ cold blue eyes. Burine^ 
before pleasure. And then the idea came to him that he. was 
thinking of Elisc solely in terms of pleasure. Could it be 
possible that she might be part of his business, too? 

It was almost; time for supper. 'He placed tte two ncte- 
books inside the table drawer and resumed his restless waUrf^ 
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lotiiMl rcx»% im haads in Ms pockets^ M$ eyes slili fixed on 
the lines of the sendsbed wbkc Boor. He was wastmg time^ 
lie in sixlckii c^tesaon : sboiiM be concentrating 

on rMIways and camis aiid rmds. And yet as long ^ he didn't 
understaiKi Cc^ky he woidd feel in dan^, and thmf <^e be 
in danger. For Acre was soco^hing which worried him about 
Coriay^ somc&iog kKkfiniir as yet, something increased by 
to-day's discoveries. He hsd tnoug^t the examination of 
these books and papers woidd have settled Ms mind. But it 
hadn't. January 19^ he ihon^ again . . . “oE our love 
and di cmr secrets." Secrets. Probably the word meant 
iMe : fisst a poet's addkkm to perfect a metre cmnplete a 
line. 

He halted at the wkdow. He could always read scaM of 
the efiary before tsen o'clock. Then he could dedde wheth^ 
he W 3 S moa^kmg possiMlirics, or whether he was just trying 
10 find airy old excuse to see her again. He turned from the 
wmdow as he heard Myfcs's foomsqps crossing the store-rocHn. 
It sfo>dd depend on the diary, then, he cktormined, and iaoed 
door. 

"Paidw me. Am 1 distoihing you? I thought I beard 
voices and AaS: you had &iy!kcd your work." 

^Voioes? Oh, that was me. Fve a bad habit of talking 

do?" Thse American locked both amused and 
reMxmi. ** I knew a man from T«as once, who used to talk 
to iteseK. He used to be alone out cm the range for long 
me^Ats a tinK. That’s how he started the habit." 

fkame said cpnkily, " How’s the reading? " 

^ Mot loo good. I dept some ot the time, I must say. My 
Rwiefa can’t be as good m my French friends pretended. By 
the way, do ym tmefarstand everything I say? " 

** You speak quite good EngliA. Your accent is your own, 
brA you have the grammar all right," 

Heame tried to miilc cakmy. "Oh, I had plenty of 
grammar at school. I even took a degree in English at Rennes 
University/* 

Myles looked asrif he believed that. There was no reason 
why he draildn’t. 
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And I had some English friends at the University,” Hearnc 
went on glibly- ** One in particular used to talk a Ic^ to me in 
English- That was after I got to know him of course.” 

** Of course.” There was a renuniscent look in Myles’s eyes. 

“ Last summer ” But Albcrtinc entered, and the story 

last summer ended befm-e it was begun. 

“ Food ! ” said the American, and this time the lodk in his 
eyes was much more understandable. Albcrtinc was actually 
smiling. Her nod was approving as she looked round the 
room and saw the neatly arranged books. 

And then, downstairs, some one knocked. 

“ The front door,” said Albcrtinc needlessly. The three of 
them looked at each other. It must be Monsieur Ic Cure; he 
always uses the front dom*.” 

Agpn there was that knocking. “Very powaful man. 
Monsieur Ic Cur4” Heame deserved, and saw a sudden fear 
oit Aibertinc’s face. ^ 

“ It doesn’t sound like him,” .she said slowly, her diedb 
paling. 

IJcamc tx)ok command. “ Go downstairs slowly, call you 
arc coming, and don’t be afraid. Give me that food.” To 
Myles he said, ** Into bed with you.” 

As he opened Madame CcMiay’s docMr, he saw Albcrtinc was 
ind^ going sbwly. He planked the food down on die table 
beside Mackmc Corky, covering the spcctadcs heavily., with 
the bowl of soup, Thare was a snap as the bowl tilted ova* 
its victim, 

Madame Corky’s amazement at tMk sndcfcn entry gave 
way to fmtial under^anding as Hearts put hhSxxgcrs to his 
lip, pdn^ downstairs, and sat down in a chair at smne dk- 
tance. She tightened her Up as she heard Akcrtiije’s vc^oc^ 
and then a man’s voice, firm and assured. He was speak- 
ing carrful French, foudly, ccddly, with that tinmi^akablc 
authority. The white draperies were pulled rou^y back into 
pkee, swayed, and then hung .rigid in their heavy fokk 
Madame Ccarlay looked as if she woe about to expkde. 

“ The j^hes,” she said, 

“ G 9 ntiy, gently,” warned Heame. He was Ustemng to the 
footsteps on stairs. ^ 

Albcrtinc had come up with mord speed ^ Aad gpnc 
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dcnni. ‘"nicy’Tc oocie. To see i£ we have room. ■For 
soidkss.** 

“ I’ll see said Hearae, and rose quickly. 

dbae was no txed. A Gcnmn officer stood in die door- 
way. Behind him was a sddier. 


CEiAPTEn XI Visit of Inspection 

Y ou arc ibc owner of diis property? > 

Tlic German’s voice was as coldly assured as his face. 
Unefcar die exaggerated peak erf his cap, the straight features 
pointed es^Me^ionkssiy towards Hearne. His eyes and, skin 
ai)«i kail wore odberiess : k was as if the uniform blotted them 
o«^ mAH you noticed was the regularity of the outlines of hi^ 
hoc, Ae asisotive confidence erf Hs boay. 

Hcame shock ht$ fasead wearily, and gestured towards 
Mskbme Cerlay. ' 

** Yon are die owner of this proper^? ’’ 

Madame Coriay, her eyes still dila^ from the effect qf Ae 
Garman’s saline, nodded abrupdy, 

** Hotv many roenns do you have in Ais house? ” 

Hierc was a silence. 

$ix,^ AlbcrAie said. 

** How many rooms? ” Ac Gorman repeated, his eyes fixed 
on ^Madame Corlay. She ss^ qmte still, her hands .claqjed 
ti|^y on bo' Her knuckles were white. 

‘‘How many? ” 

“ My servant has told you/’ Madame Corlay’s voice had 
dghteiod, but it was still under control. Hcame watched her 
not wiAout admiration. 

“ Is this Ae only servant? ” The Gcrmari pointed towards 
Albcrtinc. 

“ There is Henri, who wo^s on Ae farm.” 

“ And Ais man? ” The German indicated Hearne, slouch- 
ing on his Aair. 
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“My” — there was the slightest hesitatioii, perhap a 
catch in Madame Corlay’s breath — Her eyes met 
Hearne’s. He had stiffened involuntarily. She snnlcd gently, 
and he relaxed. She knew, he was thinlang, she knew; or did 
she? If she had known, what had prevented her from ^ying 
“ A man who pretends to be my son ”? 

The officer crossed over to the fire-place, and examined the 
view from the windows on that side of the room. ** Quite 
good,” he said, as if to himself. Then he walked quickly over 
to the window which overlookol the farm-yard, passing the 
bed with the white draperies gatheral round it so innocently. 
Madame Corlay, Albertine, Hearne, were as motionless as the 
soldier at the door. The officer opened the window, and they 
could hear German voices in the yard. The voices suddenly 
were silenced, as the men saw tlK: captain at the window. He 
beckoned once, sharply, silently, and turned back into the 
roc«n. \ Behind him the breeze from the opened window 
fluttered the white curtains and the draperies on the bed. 

Albertine hastened to dose the window. “ Madame is ill,” 
she said reprovingly.” “ She will catch pneumonia.” 

But the German wasn’t listening to her. He was standing 
impatiently at one of the table^^ his fingers tracing the carving 
round its edge, his eyes on the doorway wl^c the soldier 
still hdd his pose. They heard quiet, quick footsteps on the 
stairs, and flien a little man slipped into die room. A thin 
.little man with spectacles and opened nole-book and poised 
♦ pendL Af^iit from, the uniform weighing ^ incoiigruousiy 
upon him, tl^rc was litde about him whiai seen^ military. 
An auctioneer’s clerk, thought Heame; that was vphat he 
" was, an auctioneer’s clerk dressed up as an offica:. 

“ Captain Deichgraber? ” His voice was as quick and light 
as his step. 

The tall officer left the table. He spoke rapidly in German. 
“ This isn’t bad. It is the best I’ve seen. It will have to do. 
The colond will be furious, but you will have to explain to 
him that the only castle is in ruins, that this is the be^ house 
we can find near the village. You can make it comfortable for 
him. Have a look at the other rooms on this floor.” 

“ Very good, Captain Deichgraber.” The quick 
patted into Hearne’s room. When he at last came I^ck, tite 
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notft-bodk: was ck^ed. TIic vdbe wait on, ** Two otho: 
room^ Captain DcidbgrabcT. Four o&scrs could deep there 
oncsf we ciejutd al! the mbUdb out.” 

‘•Good.” 

** Then, Ga|«3dn Dckhgraba, dicrc^s the hall downstairs for 
a diaing-rocan, and also downstairs there is accommodation for 
four soldiers.” 

“ Good.” The oflScer called Dckhgrabcr felt in his pocket 
for a dgarette-casc. “ You can tell diem dE the arrangements,” 
added, and nKJtitHicd with his dgaictte to the owner of the 
hou^ as he sauntered to the door. 

You will he reqt^sted to leave here by to-morrow. These 
moms arc iirgcndy required.” The littk man’s French was 
caKelknt. 

“ Tomonow? ” Heame spoke for the wcmien. Albertine 
lodkod as if die had turned into a pillar <rf salt. Madame 
Cdriay’s iN>^rils showed a Grange rim of white, as if they had 
been moulded frem wax. ^ 

** I said tcHJKMTOw. No doidit you will be able to stay with 
friends until you come back here. It will only be a matter of 
wttks, Sq^enoher ^ bte^ bdE<^ you return. You will be 
fcoonipcnsed any damage, erf And one more thing : 

leave such things as these ” — he swept his arm towards &e 
ditna and crysS displayed on diessar — and your linen 

and Hankets. We can make die dcdsitHi what "we need of 
You win be adequately roemnpensed for any damage, 
you may be sure. I sfa^ be back hw to-morrow morning 
heftae you leave.” The tone was so poBtc, so correct, so 
in^ifierai^. 

Fd like tb kick tho^ shiny tccih down your scrawny 
throat, thonght Hearx^ He said, my mc^er is an 

invalid.*’ 

There wm a blank ^nre. 

Caj^ain Dddigrabcr had turned at the door. He hadn’t 
liked Hearnc’s interruption. “Your m<Acr can stay with 
friends. If necessary, she may have a permit to travel to a 
relative.” Heame dK)ught, now isn’t that generous of him? 
But he kept silent. Se^ingly Caf^ain Deichgraber hadn’t 
liked Hcarne’s restraint either. 

“ You, yourself, need cmplojrment,” the German went on. 
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** Wc don’t tolerate unemployment Thcie will be a job for 
you/’ 

I am a farmer,” Hcarne said quietly. I don’t need a job.” 

** You will nc^ be n<^dcd on this farm fear tbc next few 
weeks.” Both the oifficers were smiling now, but thore was 
no hint of amiability in these smiles. ‘*A11 the harve^ing 
necessary can be done very quickly when it is efBcicntiy doM. 
We shall see to that You will be back in time to dig for next 
year’s crops.” 

“ And this year’s.? ” It was Albcrtinc now. We live on 
that : that’s all we’ve got.” 

“ You will be paid for anything we need.” 

Hcarne lookecl at the two men. Using just what for money ? 
he thought savagely. 

Perhaps Dcichgraber hadn’t liked the look in his eyes. Per- 
haps Dachgraber didn’t like him at all. Anyway, his voice 
hsd hardened, his careful accent lost its Frcnaincss. 

“ Your name? ” 

“ Bertrand Corlay.” 

"To-morrow you report for work at the H6tcl Perro in 
Saint'Dfodat. To-morrow. Yoti understand? ” He turned 
to his auctioneer’s derk. " Make a note dE his name, Traubc.” 

• Traubc was looking suddenly thoughtful. " Bertrand 
Ccalay,” he said slowly. "One morcoit, please. Captain 
Dcicl^abcr/’ He reao^ into his breast pocket ard pro- 
duced another note-book, a small, in^ni&sant one. But 
what his quick fingers found on tfae second |^e did not seem 
at all in^gnificant. He glan<^ ddekmg at Heame, and then 
back to the hock agsun. " Bertrand Coriay,” he said softly. 
Heame stood looki^ at the little man, hoping he efidn’t ^cm 
as alarmrf as he f elt. What had they against fertrand dcnrlay? 
Parhaps he wouldn’t even be given foat twenty-foor hours’ 
grace until to-morrow, to make his escape. Perhaps within 
the next ten minutes he would be manhed into Ac 
village, between that deaf-mute soldier and his chmr^es down- 
stairs. 

Dcichgraber had noticed Ae Aange in Traube’s expre^ion. 
He threw his cigarette on Ae floor, TogeAer Aey walked 
towards Ae window bedde Ac firc-pbcc and sto^ Acr^ 
wiA Adr \mks to room. Tratro taOdii^ qinddy. 
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Dckiigraber was hcdding die small xiote-bodb When diey at 
last timial round to face Hcarne, tiic Goman’s expression was 
masked, but k was a dim JDaask hardly covering hk anger. 

TTh^ has been a mistake. 'Ihis h<mse will be hardly suit- 
able OT us.*’ He locked at Hearae. “Corky, you have 
wasted my valuable time. Why did you n<^ tell me your 
name? ” 

Hcame reddbiKd. He aveaded the look which Madame 
CcN^ay was giving him. Even Albcrtine was watching him 
curiously. “ Fm sorry,” he said stiffly. “ I ^vc it to you as 
soon as ymi adeed me.” No, Dcichgrabcr didn’t like him, 
quite decidedly no. I must, thought Hearne, have an un- 
n^tuna^ way oi answering him, or perhaps he feels he has 
lost £ace. 

It was Tradbe who brdee the tension in the rocm. He 
moved qiikkly to the doew: and waited there for Ddchgraber. 
The two ol&ers were once more correct, even to the precision 
of parting salute. But as they readied the bottom of the 
stairs, Etekhgrabcr’s anger brdte loose. Traubc, it wouM 
sotm, was tr^x^ to lestraigi him. Heame triqd to catch the 
WQF^ but the vokes were pitched too low. All he could learn 
feom seme of the Goman wends which floated upstairs was 
that llldkhgtaher was furious at haviiig b^n made to look a 
fod, while Traube was being phiic^epWe about k all. He had 
dwksusly been more accustom^ to rd>ii& in his past lifis than 
the very assured Ddchgraber. 

The frc« door had dosed noialy. There came an angry 
command, heavy foc^teps running^ round the house to the 
front entrance, the shuffling d boots, the dank of gun-butts 
on the paved pathway, the ste^y jfrythm of precision march- 
ing. Hcame moved over to the window and cautiously looked 
ouL Chiiy four soldiers and two officers. He watched them 
march away until they reached the Pinot land. After that the 
path to the village was hidden by trees. 

“ Such a beautiful right wheel,” he said, as he turned back 
into the room. “ They came more quietly than they left, didn’t 
they ? ” He pi<^ed up the burning dgarette. The two women 
didn’t answer. They watched him in silence. “ Albertine,” he 
said, “ go all through the house and see if we are really alone. 
Ask Henri how many soldiers there were down in the back 
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yard.** Albcrtbc was still watching him; her mind was 
fumbling for an answer to all this. She took the cigarette-end 
winch he presented to her with a slight bow aiKl £ood tl^re, 
holding it. 

^‘Go, AIbcrtinc,’* Madame Corlay said. Albotiiie came 
back to earth. She iookal at the offending cigarct^ picked 
up the bowl of cold soup, and moved slowly to Ac door. 

“ Tell us quickly, Albcrtine,** Hearnc said urgently, and the 
tone of his voice arrested her attention. He pointed towards 
Ac bed which had concealed Ac American. Albertine’s eyes 
widened, a hand went up towards her opened mouth, and she 
scurried from Ae room. 

I believe she forgot all about him for a moment,*’ Hcamc 
said smilingly, but Madame Corlay wasn’t Ainking of Albcr- 
tine, of Myles. 

She-^was picking up Ac pioDcs of glass from her broken 
spectacles on Ae tAle. She shook her head sadly. You did 
not need to do Aat,” she said. She raised her eyes to his. So 
Aehadgues^. 

Whoa she spoke again, her voice had hardened, and her lips 
were twisted bitterly- “ Bertrand kerns to have had powerful 
friends,*” she began, and Acn Ac was weeping qui^y. All 
the pride had left her face. She was an old woman mourning 
her son. 

Heame walked over to Ac wmdow. It wmild be easier for 
her if she would really kt herself cry, he Aought. Behind 
Mm Acre was only rilencc. He lodged down on Ae fields, 
but all he could ^ was Ae slow bars falling so quiedy over 
Ac Hoodiess cheeks. 

AlberAie had returned. “ All goae,”^'she annenmoed trium- 
phantly from Ae docMway. ** Tdl Ae young American Fve 
brought him some hot soup.” She carriai Ae steaming bowl 
into Hcarne’s room. 

** All clear,” said Hearne, and walked towards Ac bed. All 
clear,” he repeated, and pulled Ae white folds aside. 

The American stej^ped out slowly. ** Just wanted to make 
pcrfeoly sure,” he grinned. Got rid of them all right? ” 

** I hope so.” 

SmodA bit of work.” Myles was looking at^him curmudy. 
Ycm’ie not Ac only one who’s puzzled, not by a kmg dialk. 
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than^sl Wlcskrm. Only Madame CcR-ky in that room had 
seemed to m^arstandjiist wh^ had hafspened. Oi% Madame 
Cc^iay and the peering Traiibc* Even that otl^ officer, called 
the I^tdbdiggcr, had been out of his 4eftix. 

% Hcarne steered Myks towards the door. Snpper,” he said, 

is served.” 

** Yon think it’s wise? N<m: that I’m an anxious man, but I 
don’t trust those ba^rds a square inch.” 

It’s safe enough at the moment. But we may have to hurry 
you away from here, I’li talk to you about that later. Now 
you must eat, and I have things to discuss here.” He nodded 
over his dmuldcr to Madaim: Corlay . Then to Albertine, wait- 
ing outride <m the small landing, be said, “ Lock all the doors, 
and bar them. If we have any more visitors, they’ll come 
announoed. Sec that Monrieur Myles has enough to eat. And 
you can open that ia^ bottle of wine. If we don’t drink it, 
odicYs may.” He smUed pleasantly as he re-entered Madame 
Qjrky’s room. One thing, anyway, he was thinking — 
has had enough shocks tonJay to complete her 

ife arid to Madame Coriay, ** Fd like to talk a little with 
ym» if I may.” He drew a chair towards the old woman, 
shring erectly wilh her hands claq)ed on the walking- 
stick. Tie kniKiks no laaga: showed white. 

^Yes? ” 

Firs^ <rf all, when did y<m guess? ” That could apply to 
ekhor Ccriay’s "*ipowerful friend ” or to himself. If she r^y 
kiiew rijoiit him, that was^. . . He might have jumped too 
qpdckly to co^KJhsions in this last half-hour. He would soon 
learn, anyway. 

She returned his look calmly. Her vcace was gentle. 
** About you? 

He now knew, anyway. He smiled half hcartcdly. Damn, 
he was thinking, you couldn’t have been so good after all. 

I wish you hadn’t broken my glasses,” Madame Corlay said 
with s<me asperity, and narrow^ her eyes as she looked at 
his face. ** Yes, as far as I can see, the likeness is remarkable. 
Are you Breton, too? ” 

“ I am a Celt,” admitted Heamc truthfully. 

“ Yes, you look like Bertrand : you even talk and move like 
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him. At first I thought you were my son. And then the httk 
things were different.” 

What? ” 

Albertine talks with me a good deal. You sec, we’ve been 
a long time together. She came to this farm when die was a 
girl, and she has stayed here ever since, except for two visits 
to Rennes when I needed her. One was when Bertrand was 
born : the other was when I was very ill. She was waiting here 
to welcome me when I came back after my uncle’s death. So, 
you see, we talk a good deal.” 

Hearne smothered his impatience. Yes? ” 

Although I sit up here, I know what’s going on down- 
stairs. When ASbertine told me how much easier it was to 
live with you nowadays, I thought that perhaps war had made 
you gentler, more sympathetic. Suffering can do that to men, 
Y<m didn’t grumble about the food, you didn’t grumble about 
Albertine going to Mass, you didn’t grumble at having to cat 
in the kitchen. Apart from the time when you lost your temper 
with Albertine in your bedroom — when I first saw you — yon 
did seem changed by the War. I was beginning to hope tibat 
perhaps some good comes of war even in little things, that 
perhaps you had stopped being so self-centred and opinionatedl 
Then you offered to work in the fields,* you helped the 
Ammcan and even admitted, at that time, that ckihes for 
him would be a diflScult proyem* as he was so tall. Taller 
than you. Bertrand would never have admitted that. That 
you went down to the village to find HenrL AikI to-day,» 
BcTtran4 would have gone down to welcome the Germans 
himself. He might even have dffered them wine. He would 
certainly jx^ have risked hiding the Amaican.” 

That’s incredible,” burst out Heame, and then loweroi his 
voice. “Why?” 

“ I don’t know why. All I know is that he would have. He 
never diought of anyone except himself sin<^ he was a small 
boy. You see, that’s how I gue^cd. You had the one quality 
which Bertrand lacked. Even Anne, wh^ she came to see me 
that evening you went to find Henri, even she thought the 
war had changed and improved you. I found in you, and 
Anne did txx>^ just what I always had locdced for in my sc3^,” 

Hearhe’s eyes were fixed on his hands. He dcarod Kb throaty 
G 
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hm? be didn’t ^jcak. Whatevo’ was coming was going to 
embarrass him. He knew tbat fimi Madame Corlay’s voice. 

** And that was,” contiai]^ Madame Corlay, just ordinary 
human kindness. That was scHncAing Bertrand couldn’t even 
understand.” 

There was a pause. 

You called the Germans his friends,” began Hearnc, and 
then sto|^)cd. This was far from pleasant. He felt he was 
prd>ing an open wound. 

But Madame Corlay’s strength character was equal to the 
strain. She didn’t try to dodge the unspoken question. Her 
vokc was hard, as if she was determined to force herself to 
sp^. I don’t know exactly,” she was saying. “ I don’t 
^n<m. . . . He had strange fir^ds, Grange ideas, and he had 
some strange money too, in recent years. I made that remark 
about his frki^,’ because I was so angry at having the 
BodKS give favours to my son.’^ 

“ Yes, k lodbed like a mvotir. On the other hand, it may be 
thdbr way ^ winning over Bmxm s^aionaiists. Your sem was 
a nalicHialisi^ wasn’t hse? ” ‘ , 

Oatainly- Tbat I do know. Bm then he has been a 
Royalist, and at one time Be was a Commuiybt. Tl^ was 
afte lais revidsiem firom the Qmrcfe.” ^ 

^ He had many enthus^iisiiis.” 

** But otdy one at a time.” Madame Corlay paused. “ You 
may think I have driven him to d^se — enthuriasms. I assure 
you, I m^e cxcu^ for him every time, until last year when 
this terible war began. You may think I am a bitter old 
womm^ but my bitterness only began d^n.” 

Too thcE^t Hearne pitjringly : too late. If less excuses 
had b^n made ten years, even five years, ago for Bertrand 
Corky, there might have been no bitterness to-day. There 
wo-e some types of men whose wilfulness thrived on the ex- 
cuses that were made for them. And they were the kind of 
peq?k who never knew when they had gone far enough in 
their selfishness, who never knew when to stop. The more 
allowances that were made for them, the more they presumed. 

“ Perhap we are doing your son an injustice,” he said out 
of his pity for the tortured old woman. Perhaps he is a true 
Breton loyalist.” 
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Madame Corlay said wearily, "‘The mic Bretons arc not 
paid” 

He showed you money? ” 

No. But he didn^t bodier to hide the fact from me tiiat he 
could buy clothes, and books, and drinks at the hotcL Once 
I asked He said his writing was successful” 

Perhaps it was/’ 

Madame Corlay smiled sadly. “ You arc too kind.” 

No, I’m not. Both of us have definite suspicions, and I 
won’t deny that they are strong ones. And y€t the only con- 
clusive proof would be if we could really l^ow where that 
money came from. It might, as I said, have come from r^ws- 
paper articles, or reviews, or short stories.” Certainly ml £rc«n 
poems, Hcarnc added to himself. “ Now one last dung. Was 
there anything else which you noticed about me? You sec, 
I wouldn’t like the Boches, or any friends of theirs, to get 
su^pkiom/’ 

^‘You need not worry. Any people like that would mM. 
notice the quality which my son lacked. It is oftly seme one 
like Anne, or myself, who wanted to tove him, only some one 
who wanted more kindness in his heart, who wmild . . .” 
She halted. And then, wcariTy, she added, ** No, you have 
nothing to fear.” 

Your son is now in good hands, Madame Corky. He was 
wounded, but he is r^voing. And he may be thinking over 
tfamgs. Many men do wh^ tiiey are ill, when they have 
oqased to be the vpy sclf-effident creatures tiicy thought tl^ 
were. Perhaps whai he comes baci yon will find die war 
xhanged him. Mental and physical suffering are good purges, 
you know.” 

There was a silence, and then Madame Ccarky spoke again. 
** Perhaf^. Now I have answered your questions. In return 
I shall ^ you only one. Why are you here? ” 

Because I am an enemy of the (Armans. For me, the war 
has nc^ yet ended. That is why I was sent hare.” 

Madame Corlay sat more upright. Her v<nce was dearer, 
** That is epough for me.” 

She was about to say more, when Albertine entered. ** Fve 
<^)ened the wine, Madame. But the Amerkan wemY my 
until yaa have had die fir^ glass.” 
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Madajxxc O^riay was muliog. Watdimg the pleasure in her 
eyes, Hcarac wonckred bow k cmild have been so mistaken 
whoi he had first seen har. An honest laugh, a kind word, a 
friendly Wca ; they dkin’t co^ much. The more he thought of 
it all, the more C^ky seemed ju^ a bloated fool, 

“ Ask Monsiaar Myles if he will be so good as to join us,’^ 
Madame Corky said. ** And over in that dresser you will find 
four gksses.” 

” Your cry^i ? Albcninc was shockai. 

Four glasses, Albertine.” 

When Myles caiM there was an uncertainty in the way he 
halted at the threshold of the room, there was a hedtation in 
his usually ebeery smile. He thinks we are gding to turf him 
caM: right away, guessed Heame, and gave him a reassuring 
grin. But Heame's guess was only half the explanation, as he 
knew whai he caught the Am®rican^s wary eyes iSxed on him. 

doing a litde thinking about the Germans^ hasty 

had filled the four crystal glasses. In her nervous- 
ness, the botde neck struck lightly against the rim of one of 
d^m, and a thin, clear note shimmered through the still room. 
The lig^ was fadhi^. The massive furniture stood like bkek 
diadows again^ die white waUs. 

Here we are, thought Heame : two old Breton women, an 
American wholl profaWy go thrc«igh worse before he’s better, 
and an ^^ishman who spends his nights hiding in ditches. 
What would they drink to? 

It was Madame Qxky who gave the toast, leaning on her 
cane as dbe rose slowly and j^infully to her feet. 

" To war,” she said; and no one smiled. 


CHAPTER XII Rendezvous 

T he Corky farm was asleep. The only light left burning 
was in Hcame's room. He sat at the table, his watch iu 


Myles was 
cfepaiture, 
Albertine 
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front erf him, the diary p-c^ped against some Ixjoks. He had 
c^ned it in excitement, but long since the excitement had 
given way to disappointment, and then the disappointment 
had given way to exasperation. He turned over another page* 
Just the same old thing, he thought, just the same cAd thing. 

May 15. ]V|ctE. 

May 20, MetE. 

May 21. Talked with H. 

May 55. Met E, Visit to Paris planned. 

May ap. Talked with H. Meeting at Rennes. 

June J2. Met E. 

Met E. . . . Met E. . . . Met E. . . . 

All the consciously fine writing of the earlier diary had dis- 
appeared. Since January 1938 everything had become concise, 
objective. E, was obviously the beautiful Elisc. H. . • . that 
was semething which Hearne amid not yet understand. And 
nothing which he read helped to explain H. Perhaps, thought 
Hearne flippantly, H. was a brunette, just to complete the 
circle : Corlay had a redhead in Elise, a blonde in Anne. 

Only once did anything longer than these brief memoranda 
appear. That was in E>ecember 1938, when Corlay had made 
his first speech. Thc;n he had written : “ The alienee was 
small, necessarily, but appreciative. It was a terrific experience 
to feel them respemd. When I admired, they admiral. When 
I hatal, they hatqd. Toriay they could be omnted in 
but to-morrow they may nuiid>ar hundreds, even thousands/* 
Tboe had been s<ttne cdier speeches reo^ded after that^ but 
CcMiay had managed to curb his self-approbation. It mu^ 
have been quite a strain. Once he had npted that he was tired 
and depressed, but that E. was encouraging. It was shoriiy 
afterwards that the trip to Paris had taken place. E. had been 
there too^ There were no more entries about tiredness or 
depression after that visit to Paris. 

But not all the notes ware devoted to meetings with E. or 
H. Occasionally there would only be a number within a neat 
circle. Hearne remembered the loose shms of paper hdd 
tc^etbef with the clastic band, and the number^ map. Some- 
thing made hard sense somewhere. Even this diiry mig^ 
become intaej^g if be only knew exactly what Owiay fed 
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been eking. His glasses wcren*t enemgh : he had to know. 
He had to know what Coday’s game had been. Then either 
Ikt cooid stuff the diary and papers back into their hiding-place 
and fcHget about tl^m, or — ^and Hearnc drew a deep breath 
— they might prove to be son^thing much more than inter- 
esting. 

Anyway, he consoled himself, he had spent just as useful a 
day as he would have done lying on his bed or digging in a 
field. For one thing, he couldn’t have handled that conversa- 
tion with Madame Corky if he hadn’t found out more about 
her SOT than he had monorized in an English hospital. So 
nuts and double nuts to Matthews. The trouble with people 
with coM blue eyes was that they kept floating in front of you 
with a reptiinaiidmg look. 

He straf^jed the watch ot to his wri^ thoughtfully. Twenty 
minutes to ten. Nuts again to Matthews. He wasn’t genng to 
fcave this sdf-imposed job half finyied. He had to find out 
Corky’s game, and EEse was his last chance for that. With a 
st^mOT ci a smifc, he liftied his pcndl and copied Corky’s 
writing 2s carefully as he coidd. ^ July 9, rp^o. Met E.” 
He cio^ the Jbry and jdaced k in the drawer. 

And thm he unlaced his boots. 

Outside^ the stos were dimmed brdeen clouds. The 
ym^ moon w^s shrouded. There was a smell of rain m the 
ak. Hcame knelt under an appk-tree and pulkd on his boots. 

He ^proached the dovea^ with a care which would have 
seemed exagprated to most people. But Heame had learned 
that no care was ever cacaggeratrf : not in this kind of work. 
Whai he was satisfibl that the surrouadir^ fields were really 
as cfcscited as ri^y locked, be advanced through Wocks of 
durfows to the dovecote walls. There he paused, leaning 
against the curved tide ei the tower. He regained his breath, 
his eyes and cars alert. No windows. No sound of any move- 
ment. He edgai carefully towards tibe door. It lay open, a 
black, gaping hole in the rough wall. There was still no sound. 
Ether she was late, or he had credited that line of poetry with 
too much sense. The half-H^t of the moon faded behind the 
thickness of a doud. He moved quickly into' the darkness of 
the towa:. 



RENDEZVOUS IO5 

The door hadn’t been opened ; it lay, torn off its hinges and 
abandoned, in the middle of the uneven earth Boor. He 
tripped over it in the darkness, as his eyes looked up to the 
broken roof with its slits of night sky. He regained his telance, 
and cursed under his breath. And then something moved 
behind him. 

He turned quickly, and instinctively rcachoi the shadow 
which had separated from the blackness of the wall. Then, 
as his mind caught up with his instinct, he softened his grip. 
What would have b^n a stranglehold became an embrace. 
He heard her ga^, and then Acre was a low laugh, and 
her arms were round his neck. Her checks were soft and 
warm. She was wearing the perfume be had nodeed yester- 
day. 

** Bertrand,” she said when she pausaJ for breath. 

** Elise,” he said for lack dE anything better to say. Fixm 
now on, he remembered to think, it was a case of f<^ow-my- 
feadcr. He waited for her next nK>ve, his face pressed again^ 
tibe fine silk of her hair. He was thankful for the darknessA 
Even 2 ® his eyes became accustomed to its depths, he could 
only dimnguish outlines. That made him feel safer, more 
a^ured. 

The tmseness of her body suddenly relaxed. She drew away 
fitHB him. she said, ‘*wc have little time. You 

were late.” 

** It was difficirft to-n^ht. My mother T)vas ill and restless. 
We had vMt(M:s this sAermxm a^ they npset ko*.” 

‘^Visitors?”. 

Two officers. They wanted to dommandefer our house for 
seme col<Miel.” I 

Elise had moved towards a mound c£ earth funked a^lnst 
ribe wall; die ^ill held his hand. ‘‘How ridiculous. . . . 
Where is your ccKtt? Don’t tdl me you’ve forg<^ten it.” Her 
voi<^ was half laughing, but only half. The iron hand in the 
velvet glove, thought Heame. ’^^at was he su|^x:^ to have 
a coat for, anyway? 

“ They jacked away all my dodics,” 1^ answered. “ I’ve 
had the efevH of a time finding dungs rince I got back.” Then, 
as he saw her heritating before the mound, fa© guessed her 
droughts. 
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** tfcic’s my pckA That will do.” He spread it on the 
earth ar ho: 

Ycsj that will do.” She caught his hand again and pulled 
him Awn beside her. She was wearing a thin silk dress and 
little dsc under her opened coat. Poor Anne, Hearnc suddenly 
thought : she never had had a chance with Corlay, not one 
solitary chance against this. ** I shall keep you warm,” Elise 
saki- Her voice had lost its edge and was once more good- 
humotirol. 

Warm was an understatmient, Hearnc thought. He said, 
‘‘ You’re still as beautiful.” 

She laughed that slow, breath-caught laugh of hers. “ But 
to-night we have little time for your poetry, Bertrand. When 
I come back from Paris you can tell me how much you love 
me. But to-ni^t it is business” 

** Paris.? ” Hcamc hoped his vokc was sufiSciendy dis- 
mayed. 

" Yes, tomorrow. That was why I had to see you to-night. 
Tha| was why I was annoyed when you late. I must be 
hade at the bo^ hy cfevcsi. A*4ot: is Jiaj^jening, Bertrand.” 
Ttee was aii easdicmcfflt braking throfu^ her voice. 

tfearac waited for her to speak again.^ She rested her head 
dmiddeiv up towards the patches of 

ck^ and stars sbwe Aem. He was conscious of the coldness 
of the warmdi oi ha* body, the line c£ her throat 

m ibe watched tfab skydriough the gaping roof, the per- 
hime in her hair, die emod^ in hat voice. His mind was as 
akft as his senses. He waited. 

** YeSj'a ioc is happening. And you managed to get imek at 
the r^bst dme. Oh, Bertrand, how could you have been so 
stim^ as to get into real %bting.? ” 

He gave a dmrt latgh. I cotddn’t very well avoid it, could 

I?’’ 

‘*WdiI, why didn’t you get -^ptured right at the b^;in- 
sing? ” 

That doesn’t always work : there’s often a chap on the 
other side who dioc«s first and then que^ons afterwards.” 

That ma<fc her laugh again. **You must tell me what 

haf^jcncd. After I get I^dc from Paris. Now ” Her 

vcAr was scrimis, assured, ainmst commanding. She giv^ 
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the orders, Heansc judgai, and the curve of her waist inskk 
his arm didn't soften the thought. “ Now listen. They are 
moving into Saint-Doxiat. The hotel is already taken over.” 
She paused for dramatic emphasis. 

So I noticed yesterday. But what trouble do they expect 
here? The place has been half dead for years.” 

The interruption annoyed her. “ There will be no troulA: 
here, silly. That is why they've chosen here. Think of Saint- 
D&dat's position. It’s central. It’s a ccmtrohpoint for the 
whole district. And it’s safe. It’s as safe as — as ” 

‘‘ The Bank of France.” 

** This isn’t the time for jokes, Bertrand, not even bad ernes.” 

Hearne listened to the sharp edge in her voice, and dedefed 
it certainly wasn’t the time. And yet it was difficult to restrain 
his own particular brand of humour when a young woman 
took hers^ so seriously; still mc^re drShcult when the yemng 
woEx^n was sc beautiful as this one. He mumbled what might 
have b^n an apology or an endearment, and kissed her 
hair. 

** From Saint-D6xiat,” Elisc went on, “ the hundreds of sur- 
rounding farms and all the villages scattared over this area can 
be controlled, just as they were by the Church centuries ago.” 

Hardly for Ae same ends, Hearne thought, as he answered, 
^int-Deodat naay have been central once: now it’s 
isolated.” ^ 

** Not with a well-made road, and that wifi be easy fc^ than. 
It will only be a^Ac^t (teoinr, really, fopm the main rc^ in 
the valley.” 

She was esdted : Ac was making k aE sound so very inpt- 
portant. Qranted Saint-D^odat’s one-time dominance ovcr^i^e 
ditoa, he could still diink of other places which the Nazis 
would be more likeiy to pdk. Then M realized what she hsd 
meant by saying it was safe. Samt-I>axiat u/as safe; for he 
wouldn’t be the only cme to believe it was negligible. T^at was 
its safety. 

“ The valley? ” he echoed, picking up the emphasis slw had 
used on that word. 

*^Yes.” The excitement in her vcace increased. **Thc 
vallcy—ror Dol, to be predse. Ycm don’t believe me? Wdl, 
wait until y w sec Ac airfields that arc being bmit mm all 
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round ibm. Wait until y<m sec what happens in August, 
what the.FcsuIts will be by Scf^mibcrl ” 

“ By Sqytcmbcr ? ” He kc|«: his voice casual. 

** Yes! ” The oonchaJancc in Hcarnc’s voice sharpened her 
tone. Yes, Bertrand. By August the fifteenth the Germans 
will be leaving us hde, Britain will be under attack. By the 
middle dE Septjember Great Britain will be finished/’ 

Heame kept sitot. 

What are you thinking? ” she asked im^tiently. 

Hearnc said, I’m thinking that the time is short. I haven’t 
many Germans about Saint-Doxlat, so far/’ 

** I don’t diink you need worry about their efficiency. The 
plans aU ready, the {neparations have begun. In fact ” — 
Ehse^s voke was a mixture o£ amusement and sarcasm — “ in 
fact, Moi»ktir Cerlay, the army is arriving the day after 
tsn^aioiTiow/’ 

The army . . . tibe army . . . And she didn’t mean mass« 
of sddkrs by lhat, either. She meant the army as opposed to 
die other brsmebes of the invasion horde. The military element 
was stiH to ooioc: the day after to-morrow, she had said. 
Tlie liotei was ahesdly takra over by a handful ctf soldiers and 
soiaac c^Soers respo&^Me fix* the bilieting of the troops who 
were stil to coinc. He sucHcnly wcaidcKd if there were any 
other types erf Nazi M the histd : Gestapo or Military Intelli- 
g^cc, fear instance. 

** fust who arc in the Imtel now? ” he asked casually, 
smS the answer this time stiffened him. 

We are/’ She could no longer hide her sense of triumph. 
** We are.” She tightened her hands on his wrists until they 
were min&eA Sl^ raised her bead from his shoulder and 
tried to see his ex[xestion through the darkness. What’s 
wrong? ” die suddenly. He kissed her, and his thoughts 
were edd aini Htter and compl^ly realistic at last. Ccxlay 
was no Breton nationalist, or if he had been one, he had been 
side-tracked by a very beautiful body. He wondered what 
the ccxrcct answer sbcMiid be. What would Corlay have said? 
The kiss ended. 

, ** What about me? ” he asked. 

She regained her breath and her hands went up to Jier hair 
to arrange it. 
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“ That was what I am coming to. - . . At present you arc 
to ignore the hotel. You’ve gc^ to concentrate on your meet- 
ings : we arc in no danger now, of course, but £cr the sake 
of results it will be wise to keep Aem secret from ihc 
I’ll send you a list of future dates and places, where you can 
discuss your progress with the men from the <^er dmrkts. 
Then you will al^ have nationally meetings, whkh you arc to 
pretend to keep secret from the Germans. In that way, ymi’U 
get more response from the Bretons. The idea is that Brittany 
will be separated from France, and we’ve got to get the people 
to accept it That is why you must keep our read meetings 
secret, so that our connexion with Germany won’t be rcccg- 
nized, and then the nationalist meetings, which we shall 
encourage, will have some chance of success. If we work it 
properly, we’H have tit^m accej^g this Breton Natmaal State 
as the thing they have always wanted. There will be a 
German Governor, of course. I hear that Weycr will prehaWy 
be chosen. And there will also be a Breton Natkmal Com- 
mittee. And you, of course, will be the delegate from this 
district.” ^ 

She laughed, and struggled free from his grip. “ I thought 
you’d be plca^. Don’t hold me so tightly, Bertrand, you’ll 
Inmsc me. I’ll be able to teU you more when I get back from 
Paris.” 

‘^Wish I were going with you again,” Hcame said, and 
mentally dbanked die diary. 

*^Not this tim^ my love;. Later, perhap. We’ll ss^t And 
ndw I must get back to the hotel. Hans is arriving tonight.” 

“Hans?” 

“ Now don’t start all that siHy |eak>usy again. Hans has 
been a good friend — to b<^ of us. Who do you think was 
responsible for getting you into this new National Com- 
mittee? ” 

“ How long is he staying here? ” 

“ The hotel is his headquarters £ot the next few weeks, until 
we get evaything nicely organized and co-operative. 'He’s got 
to go to Paris too, ci course.” Her voice was too cayial, but 
die kiss she gave him was meant to yiothe any dodbts;. “ Aid 
one more thing, my sweet, have you sdll got dKMC lists? ” 

Hcame remembered the map, and the list dt naites and 
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and die oomMxmig atmxfaers. He said, 11 They are 

safc.^’ 

“Good* ril leave a note for ym at the hotel to-morrow 
with my auoL I’ll give you die corrections to that list. Most 
<rf oiir men arc intact, Imt ooc or two of them were stupid 
ciKmgh to get killed.” 

“ Porhaps dscy surrendeaned to men who shc^ first, and asked 
qi^tions afterwards.” 

She lauded and lifted his wrist to see the illuminated face 
of his watdi, 

“ You kiK)W,” she said, “ I do believe carrying a gun has 
made your hands bigger.” 

^AU dK hater to hoW y<Hi with.” Heamc hoped the 
strain in* ids voice would pass for emotion. 

** Five minules mofre,” Ac announced. “ Bertrand, do you 
love nac as much as evar? ” Her emotions were like a bath- 
room jfixtuie : Ii@c« odd, to be tumai <m at will. 

“ As much ever I did.” 

“Am I stiM as beautiful? You havenY forgotten all your 
petty ^>eechcs, have you? ” 

“You are tite most bcatmful wgman I have ever scm.” 
at auy rate was true. There was a pause, ^ She was wait- 
ing. “ Your eyes,” he began, “ are like the crystal dq^hs of a 
smdit pod. Your hair . . He^ren^mberw cnou^ <rf the 
verses ne had read in CJmiay’s noieW^ : diat helped him to 
hn|)f 0 ¥ise for the rest of her anatomy. One hour a^ he 
wouH^ scarody have imagined siKh cold objcctiv^ posable. 
He fefe a mddkn relief as he realized he was safe £rpm EliA; 
and it wm Ae, hersdf, who h^ saved him. The iron hand 
in die vdvet gkwe, he thou^ ^ain. She coidd flutter those 
black eyeiashes, turn diat pixjfile, lift those : it would 

^ be an interesting and aesthetically satisfying p^cBrmance. 

^ But the hand was iron, and the velvet glove was yvearing thin. 
Her mind was carrfully calculating. Har heart ^was self-pos- 
sessed. She mig^^ have ju^ as well admitted that Ac was an 
incurable Iqper, wiA festering ficA concealed under the skilful 
drapery erf her silk dress. 

He looked at the shadow of upturned face. “ You beautiful 
bitxh,” he said to himself, and hdped her to rise to ha:/ feet. 
The Apuktoi five minutes erf love was over. 
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They halted at the doorway. The arc ci mom was fitful^ 
but the light was longer than it had been inside the dove- 
cote. Once again Hearae was glad that the inskle of the tower 
had b^n so dark. 

** I>on’t come over the fields with me,” she saM. It will 
be better for our plans if you seem to have no contact at all 
with anyone living at the hotel. It is only for a week or two. 
This Breton National Council and separation from France will 
prol^bly be an hi^orical fact by the end of July. That’s our 
aim.” She added a smile to sweeten her command. 

Hearne looked disappointed. **But there’s no one to 
see.” 

“ You know this place. It’s all eyes and tongues. Guess 
who followed me part of the way here? Kcr6ncr.” 

Ker^ra:? ” Hearne remembered the limpng man’s 
animosity. A lot of dungs were being explained aw^y 
to-night. 

Ye% tbo stupid fool that he is. We have nothing to fear 
from him now. we can deal with him be doesn’t bdiavc.” 
She paused, and then mimicked Kerfrica-’s voice : ** * What arc 
we ^^ting for? Comrades, do not be deluded by an impmah 
ist war.’ Yes, his days of usefulness are over. Either he mow 

co-operates, or ” She changed her voice again. Good 

nigm, darling. It has been lovely to sec you again.” Hadn’t 
it ju^ he thought. He let go both her hands slowly. 

“ I’M think <£ you all the time you arc away. Let me know 
at once whoa ym get back.” 

Don’t forget the note whkh I dhall leave at the hotel.” 

** I won’t fewg^” he said, and watdbcd her. She had drawn 
her coat itKxe tightly round her. Her hair suddenly gleamed 
into hfe as the moon freed itself from a cloud. The green ot 
her eyes had darkened. She turned her profile to look up at 
the sky. Hearne wondered who had first told her how lovely 
she looked that way. Once more he was thankful that it had 
been so dark and cold inside the tower. If he had been able 
to sec that profile as clearly as this, it would have been m<xe 
difficult to judge Elisc correedy, before she had condemned 
herself with her own words. He might have been too kte for 
his realism : he might have been caught off guard. But now 
|ic didn’t envy Corky any more. He jntied Mm. How kxog 
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would sl^ coadder him “ useful ”? And then, like Ker&or, 
be GouW be “ dcak witK.*’ 

** You’d bettor working m your speeches, Bertrand. 
They are gdbg to be impe^tant. I’ll be back here in ten days’ 
time, and we can have our fir^ meeting with our group then. 
Ihat will give us time to have some progress to report on our 
werk with the Bretons. Use any means in dealing with them. 
Hans said y<m cmiM have a very free hand, but try persuasion 
first. Co-operatioa makes things much easier for us than sus- 
picion and hate, so have patience at first. You know the line : 
the Britidi arc treacherous cowards, the Americans are selfish 
cowards, the rest France arc blood-suckers as well as 
cowards. A separs^ Brittany, friendly to Germany, can be 
aeoire and happy. You know the sort o£ stuff. Pile it on, but 
kc^ dangling autoicmiy like a big juky carrot in front of their 
noees. God knows they’ve want^ a separate Brittany for 
years, fai^ trust a Breton to stop wanting it once he gets it. At 
dr JB^sering on my return, we can discuss how we have 
succeeded in our various districts. These are the m*ders.” 

gave him a ia^ ki^ and then, fredng horself from his 
anus wkh that anile vriudb pxmmod so much and meant so 
fifetlc, she tumod towards the path. Sie didn’t look back. She 
Y the khid who did. 

Ife stood in the ooid btackness the doorway until she had 
efisaracared into&e half-shacfows dE tte ni^t. Far below him 
Ac cteirdi tower was oudined above the trees which hid the 
hoc^s d &ui^-I^odat. He suddenly renumbered his emc^on 
when he had fin^ ^en the village. Peace, he had Aought, 
Kved here. Festoe? He smiled sardcmically : romanticism 
always raded in such bather. life liked its Httjle jokes : and 
the more btoo* Aey wa:e, the frinnia:. He must remember 
to laugh some <by- 

A fine rain chimed ov^ Ae fields. He turned up the collar 
x£ his jacket and abandoned the idea dE brf. Day after 
to-mcaiow, she had said. In case, Myles must be on his 
way by tx>morrow nigi^ And that meant die job which he 
h^ set for himself to-morrow night mu^ be done now. 

He began his steady pace up the hill towards the mins of 
the pstk. Once over the crest of that wooded hiU and he 
would reach the road from Rennes to Saint-Malo, It was 
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^aogc to think that what he had leart^d in this last hour 
might be as impcatant, in its own way, as anything he could 
discover in the next few weeks. He hopc^, as he felt the rain 
settling on his shoulders and his feet settling into the s<rft 
earth, that the Saint-Malo road would be as intaesdng as tl^ 
railway-line he had watched last night. 

It was. 


CHAPTER XIII Warning for Saint-E^oxiat 

T here was no time for sleep. Hcarne looked at his grey istca 
in the grey light of the minor, and shook W$ head wearily^ 
He yawned, and felt his chin with his h^d. No dme for 
shaving, cither : his fingers were too cold to make a quick 
with Corlay’s cut-throat razor. He splashed his face with the 
three inches of water, and combed his hair. At least he had 
done a good night’s work. Behind him on the table lay two 
pages'of compact notes. On the floor were his soaked clothes. 
He would feel warmer once he had some hot scaip inside him. 
There might be even scroe of that wine kfc: yestserd^ 
A&crtine had carcfaliy corked the bc^e after tmst. 
Reccoked wine was better than none when yc^* feh: as oM 
asthis. . ", 

The papers were at last hiddei% the bed wm apprcfriaidy 
rumple^ the sogging clothes and filthy boots were pi<icd 
from the floor. He stood at the door and gave a la^ carefid 
look,. The rocHn looked innocent enough to please him. As 
he went downstairs^ he looked at the bo^ : they’d have to be 
scraped and dried as much as possiMc. He grinned as he 
remembered EHse and her half-joke about his hands being 
bigger. It was lucky she hadn’t remembered the siae of 
Corky’s feet : none of the shoes in Cocky *s wardrote would 
fit him. 

Albertine had heard him coming, and had already seated Ms 
keakfiist. She wkm’t talking this mornfcg. fe fadt, Ac 
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seoz^ to be iguc^iBg him. So ^ h^ been thinking abcnit 
Genmzis" irisk ye^erday. Hcamc smiled to himself as he 
swallowed the hot scmp hm^rily. Even Alberdnc who only 
waiit]cd to be kfe in peace didn’t like the taste that German 
(avcms left in her month. 

At first she paid no attention to the clothes which he had 
thrown on the ^nc hearth, but her curiosity at last prompted 
her to pick them up. She said something to herself, and then 
waited £or4um to explain. Heame finished his bowl of soup, 
and then helped himself to some more. Albertine, standing 
with the wet dodbes held far out from her white apron, was 
sdll waiting. 

It was she who, after all, had to speak first. 

*‘WIiae have you been?” 

** Cmildn’t sleep much. Went out for a walk.” 

In that mo? ” 


^I>rytliescbools, will you, Alberdnc? I’^se got to go to the 
village ildb aftmickEi.” 

** Where are your pairs of shoes? ” She was looking 
d^|^)rovm|^y at Ids stockmged i&&L 

^Upstelrs-, !&it I don’t Hke them: they arc xkA ^ong 
dns weariber.” 

** I toM you dial ^icii you totigta: them.” The hint of self- 
sat^beti^ in her vdEoe was a good dgn. The storm was 


were rig^ and I was wi^ng, Albertine.” He rose 
and dai^ed^ her shcKiIdcr. " Ymi are always rigjht, Albertine.” 

^ As he kft the kitschen, sbe was alreaay scraping the thick 
yellow mnd the boots and laying them A)wn on their sides 
not too near the fire. 


Upstairs, the American had already been installed in the 
^cHe-rexMn. He was less talkative txxiay. , His ** Good morn- 
ing” had been no ismc than polile. Hearnc leaned his 
diOTlder against the door-post and watch^ him as he pretended 
to go back tx> his writing. 

Busy? ” Heame asked. 

Fairly.” 

Too busy?” 

Myles looked up from the pad of’ paper balanced on his 
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knee. He kept rolliog his pencil between his thumb and fore- 
jSngcr. 

** Sorry,” continued Hearnc, but there arc some things we 
must discuss.” 

‘^Yes?” 

Hearnc looked at the American. His jaw was noticeably 
stubborn; there was a wary look in his eves. All the friendli- 
ness had gone from them. So he too hadn’t liked German 
favours in retrospect. 

‘‘ I think,” said Hearne, “ that this is hardly the moment for 
you to begin distrusting me.” 

“ Well ” said the American, and then stopped. 

“Well?” 

“ WeU, I am thinking that Vm more trouble to you than 
you bargained fear.” 

It was at that moment that Hearne noticed Myles was wear- 
ing boots. 

Your feet are better? ” 

Myles’s face was expressionless. “ Yes.” 

“ Where on earth id you get those boots ? ” Hearne kept 
his voice friendly, even amused. 

“Your mother gave them to me. They belonged to her 
uncle. I’m to get some of his clothes, too.” 

Hone’s voice was less amused. “ And you were just wait- 
ing for them to arrive before you slipped away, preferably 
when I wisn’t about the house to se^ where yem had geme? ” 

Myles stiffened at the barely concealed anger in Hcarnc’s 
t<Hie. “ Here,” he said, “ that’s a bit harsh. Afti^ all, Vm 
only a nuisance here. I don’t like putting anyone in danger 
the way I’ve been putting you all.” 

“And you’d have ruined everything, including your own 
chances to escape.” Hcarne’s voice was calm once more. Hiat 
was the trouble with a sleepless night: it made you bad- 
tempered whenever you felt yourself thwarted next day. 

“ ril look after my own escape.” It was the American who 
was angry now. 

“ Don’t be such a damned fool. If you do arrive at the coast, 
what will you do-then? Go round asking fishermen if they’ll 
take ycni across the Channel? You may ask the wrong fidber- 
man, you know.” 

H 
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rU manage,” Myles said ^bbornly. “ Fve managed 
before,” 

*‘You*d manage much better if you would listen to me. 
To-night youil leave here. There is a man in a small fishing- 
village on the river, just before you reach Saint-Malo. He will 
take you acrc^ the Channel. And he doesn^t do it for money, 
either. Every aWe-bodied man he saves is another for the 
Boches to face later.” 

Myles said nothing at first. He was staring at Hearne, as 
if he were trying to read his thoughts. At last he said slowly, 
“ I don’t follow this. Fm willing to bet that you aren’t doing 
this for the sake of my bright blue eyes.” 

You’d win Aat bet.” 

That startled even Myles. He smiled in spite of himself. 

** Well, why then ? ” He wasn’t angry now, but he was sdll 
watchful. 

“ In the last three weeks you’ve stored a lot of details inside 
that brain of yours. As a newspaper man, you are a trained 
observer. The things you would automatically notice during 
your |oumey here woi^ be interesting and perhaps useful to 
the right people.” 

There a pause, and then Myles answered, “ I guess they 
would. But who are your* ri^t people ” 

** Tbt ones who’ll meet the fishing-boat when it crosses the 
ChanncL” 

The American’s eyes were examining tiie toes of his boots. 

So you’ve taken all this trouble with me so that I can spill 
what I know to the * right people.’ . . . Why bother? I know 
what to do with the information I’ve gathered.” 

** But you in%ht not be able to do it quickly enough. You 
might^take two or three weeks to reach England, If you go 
my way, you’ll be in England by the fifteenth of July at the 
latest.” 

** // . . Myles repeated Hcarnc’s emphasis on the word. 
**Thcn the choice is up to me? This isn’t an ultimatum? ” 

** The choice is yours.” 

The American relaxed slightly. “You are the funniest 
farmer Fve ever met,” he said, and his vcace was almost friendly 
once more. 

“ I am the funniest farmer.” 
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Myics shot a sudden glance at Hcame’s face. It was grimly 
serious. 

“ It doesn’t make sense,” Myles said, and then shut his lips 
into that tight line. 

“ What doesn’t? ” 

“ Your touching farewell with these Jerries yesterday even- 
ing, and the way you’ve taken so much trouble to hide me 
here. Why didn’t you rive me up, then and there? You 
seemed to lx a friend of mcirs.” 

“Shall we say, they thtn\ I am a friend of theirs?” 
Hcarne’s quiet voice had no hint of mockery. He returned the 
American’s direct look with equal steadiness. 

Myles said, “ You are taking a big chance on me. What if 
I didn’t turn my information over to the proper quarters? 
What if I never went near your man outside S^t-Malo? *’ 

“ I shall see you do. I shan’t leave you until you arc on that 
boat, and then I’ll get a message over to the other ride to 
expect you and your inf<Mmation. They’ll meet you all right.” 

“ Well,” said Myles, and gave a short laug^. “ YouVe got 
it all arranged pat, I must say. You weren’t a newspaper man 
yourself at one time? No? I didn\ expect any ctrnipony on 
this journey to the coast. I won’t weary, anyway, I can see.” 

“ No. I don’t think either of us will weary.” 

The American’s interest quickened. “Will it be toiigh 
going? ” 

“ Possibly. But we’U manage. And we’ll only manage if 
we trust each other. I am trusting pu, even if your name 
isn’t Myles.” 

The American was silent; his fao: seemed unchanged, but 
he had stopped playing with the pencil. 

“ I get it,” he said at last. 

“ Fine. Now to-day go on remembering every detail you’ve 
seen, shaping them into order. Eat plenty, and get some sleep. 
You can use my bed.” 

“ There’s only one answer I’d like to know,” the American 
said. 

Hearne turned at the door. “ And what’s that? ” 

“ I’ll ask you when you get me on to that boat. We’ll drip 
it now.” 

“O.K.” 
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The American laughed. Heamc looked puzzled. “ Kind 
of cutie how all foreigners think they have to say ^ O.K.* to 
an Aca^rican,** Myles explained. 

Or pcrha|^ it is the way we say it? ” Heamc suggested. 
With the smile still on his lips, he said, “ And you should also 
rest ycHir feet to-day. Better take the boots off now.” 

Myles tightened his lips, but he did bend down to imlacc 
the boc^. 

Yes,” he said, “ that will rest my feet. It will also prevent 
me running away without you. Here, take the damned 
things.” fie threw them, each in turn, over to Hearnc, with 
the beginning of a grin. “ What was that about trusting me? ” 

It sdll hSds,” Heamc said. I do trust you, but I’ve also 
heard that Americans arc very independent people, and like 
their own way best. Perhaps ycwi might begin to think once 
more that yem could manage better by yourself.” 

“ Perhaps I could.” 

Perhaps. But it would be better to avoid all risks. You 
arc much too important at the moment.” 

I don’t think I like being important,” Myles said, but he 
was not disf^cased. 

**It has its disadvantages,” Hearnc agreed, and gave his 
cu^omary bow. That always amused Myles. At least, Hearne 
them^t, the temperature had ri^n again. To-night’s journey 
would not be such an unpleasant task after ail. 

** When do we start? ” the American asked. 

“ At mnset. Meanwhile Fll see my mc^er and work over 
«>me maps.” 

And ril r^ my feet, I suppose? ” 

“ That’s the idea,” Heamc said. He paused with his hand 
on the door. And I really do advise you not to leave the 
house until we both go. It will be dangerous, not only for 
yourself but for all us here. There are Germans in the 
village. The soldiers are coming here in some numbers 
to-morrow, but there are others already in the hotel. They 
prd^ably call themselves a Commission for Economic and 
Educational Understanding. I think Gestapo is simpler to 
pronounce, don’t you? ” 

Myles gave a short laugh. So they're here,” he said as 
if to him$clf. “ I might have known it.” 
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“Well, ril see you later,” Hearnc said, and moved into 
his own room. He closed the door behind him* Already he 
could feel the numbered lists, which Corley had hidden so 
securely, being turned over in his hands. If they were half as 
good as he hoped, they would still be dynamite. 

They were. He spent the next two hours happily a>pying 
the names of these men on the German pay-roll, noting their 
districts and headquarters and meeting-places, memorizing as 
he read and solved and wrote. This, he thought, as he 
finished his last entry, would be a nice little surprise packet for 
Matthews : a sort of bonus on the side. It would be useful for 
the agents whom Matthews had sent into Northern Brittany 
to know just what peaceful citizen was a dangerous enemy. 
And it would be particularly u^ful for the French who were 
fighting on. They would have a special interest, a ^nxial bill 
to settle. What was more, if the key-map and ifs accompany- 
ing lists had been drawn up ^ methodically f<^ Ncaihern 
Brittany, it also existed for the othor districts <£ France. 
Hcame imagined perhaps twenty c£ these map scaions, fitting 
neatly togedier into one large expanse of intrigue and infiltra- 
tion. Now that they could be considered an actuality, the 
search could start for the others. Most things could be dis- 
covered, provkied you knew that they did exist. That was the 
snag in this kind or work : there were so many possibilities that 
you wasted ingenuity and effort, time and trouble, just looking 
for something you hoped would be thox. But once you 
had a reality to deal with, that was quite a tfifferent cup 
of tea. Then you could stop worrying about fifty problemati- 
cal ways to be explored; then you could start working, with 
the added zest of knowing that you were on the right 
road. 

Hearne folded the sheets <rf paper neatly. Later he would 
add the information which Elise had left for him at the Hdtel 
Perro, along with a coded summary of his own observations. 
Toge&er they would all sail for England. 

He was debating in his own mind whether he should make 
the coded summary now, or visit Madame Corlay to break 
his news of Myles’s dq>arture to her, or slip down to the 
village for Elise’s instructions, when voices from the stair- 
way decided him. Women’s voices. He listened to Albertinc’s 
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solid footsteps followed by lighter movements. There was a 
nisding outside his <kxMr, but the room they enteral was 
Madame Corky’s. He ^ood with his hand on the door-latch. 
And then, as he heard Albertinc come out c£ Madame Corky’s 
room, he opened the doex, quickly and silently. 

Aibertine had started back at his sudden appearance. 

^ Who? ” he whispered, pointing towards the closed door 
c£ Madame Corky’s room. 

Aibertine was shaking her head unbelievingly. ** They’ve 
turned her emt o£ her farm.” 

Turned out . . . turned whom out? . . . Hearne said, 
*‘Anne?” 

*** Yes.” Aibertine was ^ill shaking her head as she started 
downstairs. Only God could know where people could sleep 
or cat; it was bcj^nd any human being to imagine. . . . 
Hearne watdbicd her go. He thou^t grimly, she doesn’t 
know the half c£ it; in another sk& months, or in a year, she 
nky begm to understand. And there would be so many 
Albcrdncs, so many simpfc hearts and simple minds whose 
orderly unimaginative ]ivcs had left them ill*equipped to grasp 
what was ha|^xaiing to the world. There was the tragedy of 
k : if only they could have realized the danger while there was 
still tim^ while they were still free to carry a gun and still free 
to make guns for themselves. Instead, they would now jSnd 
Aat it costs three times as much to retrieve a petition as it takes 
to hold it. And the reckoning had not yet b^gun. In another 
jrar, ca: mOTC, the full cost would begin to be realized. Hearne 
suddenly hoped he wouldn’t be in France at that time. He 
had always liked France too well to watch it weigh the load of 
chains it had helped to fa^n on its own neck. 

Chuck it, you damned fool, he tttid himself. You aren’t 
here to worry about people who just wouldn’t believe that 
^ch things could ever possibly happen to them. The first job 
is to worry about those who are still holding on. You’re 
here to find out what you can to help them, and to keep 
your skin whole. Fat lot of use you’d be to them if you 
didn’t. 

His face was quite expressionless as he knocked on Madame 
Corky’s door. “ Bertrand,” he called, and then entered. 

Madame Corky sat bolt upright in her chair. She was angry. 
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If I were a German, Hcarnc thought, she wotdd have struck 
me with that stick. 

“AIbcrtinc told me,” he said, ainl looked at Anne. Her 
face was quite white, and it s^med thinner, but there were m 
tears. 

“ It had to be some one,” she said. Her voice was fow, but 
Hcarne felt it was being tightly controlled. ** It would be 
much worse if I were a man with a wife and children. There 
are some in the village for whom it is much worse.” 

“ But your family have lived and worked on that farm for 
two hundred and forty years,” Madame Corlay exploded. She 
was taking it much less philosophically than Anne. Hcarnc 
suddenly remembered that Madame Corlay had planned that 
the two farms should be joined : in that sense, iie no doubt 
felt that the Germans had taken possession of something cem- 
nected with her. Can’t you do something? ” she went on 
indignantly. Can’t you say Anne is betrothed to you? Can’t 

you ” She halted. Posdbly the words had sounded more 

distasteful than the impulsive thought. When wild ideas surged 
through your mind, you couldn’t often tell how cheap they 
were until you put them into a sentence. Anne was looking 
at her in bewilderment. 

Why,” die asked, should the Germans pay any attention 
to that? They think we arc lucky to be left alive at all.” 

Madame Corlay’s face had reddened. Hearne noted the 
shining eyes, the trembling lip. She’s going to bur^ into tears, 
he thought, and the idea so startled mat he walked over 
to Anne and took her hands. 

** You can live here with us,” be said. 

** You’ve no reason to be so kind,” Anne replied sdffly. 

Not after what I said to you last time we met. And if I 
say I am stary, you will think it is only because I need you 
now.” 

No, I shan’t. I believe you were scary in the ten minutes 
after you left me.” 

Anne looked at him for a long moment. She was even 
smiling now. ** But, Bertrand, I was.” 

Heame became very aware of her hands and let them go 
suddenly. He faced Madame Corlay. Her eyes were fixed on 
the floor at her feet, but her lip had stopped trembling. ^ 
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** It wiU be aU right for Anac to stay here? he asked. 

“ QE course. But the American ? ’* 

** He’s kaving here to-night. I was just coming to tell you 
about that. I think it is safer if he leaves to-night.” He turned 
to Anne. ** We’ve had a man ^ying here. He’s trying to 
reach the coa^/’ 

“ And you’ve been hiding him? Oh, Bertrand, how wonder- 
ful” Anne’s eyes were larger than ever. But he mustn’t 
leave because of me.” 

“He has to go. The Germans will be here in greater 
numbers to-morrow.” 

I know. The village is being made ready for them. Half 
of them arc to be garrisonal in the empty houses or billeted 
wth families. The rest are to be together on the meadows 
beside the church.” 

Hcamc nodded. ** Trees there,” he said. 

“ Trees? ” Anne lodced puzzled. 

Hearnc smiled. Trees were natural camouflage, just as the 
Romanesque-Gothic church would seem so disarmingly inno- 
cent frem the air. 

“ Who told you this? ” he countered. 

** Kcr6ic»r. He came to see as soon as Marie went into 
the village and told dbem what had happened to our farm. 
I’ve brought Jean and Marie with me.” Her voice was 
apdogctic aiEl anxious. ‘‘They are old, and they don’t cat 
miKh, and they’ll help Albertinc. They had nowhere to go. 
. . . TT^ couldn’t stay on the flurm. The Germans wouldn’t 
let any French stay around it.” She looked at Madame Corlay. 
“ Jean and Marie arc so old. Tliey arc so alone.” 

“ They can stay here,” Hearnc said qukkiy. “ But what 
part is Kcrenor playing? ” % 

Anne smiled sadly. “ He has declared war.” 

“What? The pacifist?” 

“ But he has changed. Believe me, Bertrand, he has. He 
has been worried about his ideas for months now. He still 
believes that they arc the right ones, but he says the time is 

all wrong for them. And now he is going to ” She 

halted. 

“Tell me, Anne.” Kerenor’s name hadn’t been on that 
Nazi pay list. Elise considered him a fool who had lost, who 
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was beaten even before be ever fought. Kcr&or was just the 
man Hcarne needed. 

Madame Corky said unexpectedly, You can tell Bertrand. 
I have talked with him and ne has changed in many ways too. 
Our enemy is his enemy/* 

“ Kerenor wouldn’t talk very much. He only hinted, . . . 
And I said I would keep everything secret, as his frknd.” 

He was right to ask you not to tell,” Hcarne said. “ And 
don’t tell anyone else. But I’ve got information I want to give 
Kerenor. Information which may save Saint-D&xkt from 
making some mistakes. But I can’t give you any infearmation 
for Ker&ior until I am sure that he is willing to take risks 
against the Germans.” 

Anne looked at Hcarne for a moment. “ I see,” she said. 
“ Wdl, I am sure he’s already taking risks. He has a wireless 
set, and he hid it when the Germans were inquiring about 
them yesterday. He listens to London. He’s making a repe^ 
each day, and he has already chosen the men who are going 
to pass the news by word of mouth. Then we’ll all know the 
true news. He says that is important. He says aU the little 
things are important. Little things, he says, would add up 
to something bigger.” Anne’s voice held a note of wonder 
which once would have made Hearne smile. But now he 
knew the value of little things in the smothering blanket of 
enemy occupation. Aime was still talking. ** He heard from 
London that there are Frenchmen who arc calling themselves 
Free Frenchmen. Tl^y arc fighliag on, and they’ve their own 
shi{^ and their own army. And some dt die colonks are 
going to join them.” 

Hcarne, watching Madame Corky’s expression, had his 
belief in litde things such as wireless sets strengthened. 

“ I’ve got to go to the village now,” Hearne said. Will 
you come with me, Anne? ” 

Me? ” The grey-blue eyes widened. When she smiled 
like that the expressionless mask vanished, and her face was 
suddenly and charmingly alive. 

** Yes, I want you to help me, Anne. I cannot be seen talk- 
ing to Kerenor for certain reasons. And yet I want to give 
him a message. So when I am in the village will you try to 
see Ker&or, andtdl him some things? ” 
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The smile cm Anne’s face feded, but the eyes were watching 
him gravely and honesdy. She hid her disappointment well. 

Now li^n carefully, Anne. Tell him he is right : that the 
litde things will grow into big things. Tell him he must get 
the men together whom he can trust, and as long as me 
Germans think they are holding Breton nationalist meetings 
they will be aWe to get together quite safely. Tell him that he 
must be careful, for the Gestapo are watching him; and if he 
doesn’t seem to co-operate he is in danger. And tell him that, 
although he has always hated me and I’ve never liked him 
until now, this is what the Nazis want. They hope we’ll hate 
and distrust each other, so that they can rule us easily. And 
if they rule us easily, that helps them in their fight against the 
rest of the world which is stUI free. So Keraior’s big job is 
now to unite every one in the village. All their differences 
and quarrels must be forgotten if they are ever to know freedom 
again. When he has united the village, he^can start uniting 
people in cAer villages. He must choose men who can be 
tmsud to help him. And the movement will spread. And the 
Germans won’t be able to kill some of us without reprisals 
being taken again^ them. If we are united, they have more 
to and to w<my about. Can ym remember that.^ ” 

Anne nodded, and repeated his wc^ds quickly in obvious 
willingness to help. What he had said had excited her. She 
added, Perhaps I can be of help too ! ” Her eyes were 
shining at the thought. 

** But always be careful, Anne. We arc fighting against a 
straogkhold. One slip, and we shall have our necks broken. 
And there is one thing more which you. must remember. 
Never forget this.” He paused to let his next sentence have 
added emphasis. “ Do nc^ trust Elise, or any of her friends. 
She is in German pay.” 

He might have overturned the cabinet which held all 
Madame Corky’s treasured crystal. The effect on the two 
women was as spectacular. 

Elise. . . Anne’s soft child-Iike face had frozen; her 
nostrils dilated. And it wasn’t only the fact that Elise was a 
traitor which had transformed her. It was the fact that he 
should have mentioned the hated name, mentioned it so coldly 
and so damningly. 
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^*We must leave now for the village,” Hcarnc said. 
** Might the American come in here to talk to you? Keep 
him with you until I get back. It would be dangerous for us 
all if he were to go out for a stroll. And don’t tell him tlmt 
Fve gone to the village. He might get worried aiKl come after 
me. He is getting restless now that his feet are better.” 

Madame Corlay could only nod her answer. The name of 
Elise still held her silent. In condemning Elise, HcarM had 
condemned Bertrand Corlay. Now she knew everything. Auny- 
way, thought Hearne, even if something goes wrong to-night 
and 1 don’t get back to Saint-D&dat, I have warned them of 
their greatest danger there. 

He looked at the faces of the two women. He knew that he 
had given his warning to the right people. They would not 
disbelieve it. They would not forget it. 


caaAPTER XIV Collaboration 

I T was a strange walk to the village. When the stone bridge 
was crossed, Hearne breathed a sigh of relief. He felt he had 
p^ormed just as neat a piece o£ imaginative realism as ever in 
his life. For Anne had asked about Dunkirk, and as they 
crossed the calm fields he had answered with a description d 
Ae Bcardeaux evacuation (which he did know, at ka^), and 
multiplied its horror by ten to ‘achieve Ac Aaos of Dunkirk. 
Judging from Ae look in Anne’s cyes> and Ae tightening of 
her lips, he had succeeded well enough. After Aal:, Acy 
finish^ Aeir journey in silence. Hearne found himself 
admiring a girl who had Ae sensibility ndAer to exclaim ncr 
to commiserate. 

They halted awkwardly at Ae corner of Ae market square. 
Anne seemed to realize Aat this was where he intencM to 
leave her. She smooAed her hair nervously wiA her hand, 
half smiled, took a hesitating step away frmn him. Hcamc 
felt he was being inadequate. He reaAed out and touched 
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her arm lighdy. “I must try to get some brandy for my 
mother/’ he said, ** before it all disappears. FII see you later, 
Anne/’ He was relieved, and yet somehow dismayed, to see 
her smile become wholehearted. 

** Yes,” she said. “ Later.” 

And then he noticed the appearance of a frown between the 
level eyebrows, and his eyes followed the sudden shift in her 
glance. Outside the H&el Perro, a small thin man was stand- 
ing. He was soberly dressed in black. But neither by his 
clothes nor by his sharp features could Hearne identify him. 
Perhaps he was one of Corlay’s so-called negligibles ” in the 
village. Whoever he was, he had noticed them too. He spat 
out the cigarette stub from between his Ups, stepped on it 
deUberately, and then with his hands still in his pockets and his 
eyes on Heamc he sauntered into the hotel. Hearne was left 
with the feeling that the man had known him. He kept his 
worry emt of his eyes, looked questioningly at Anne. 

She shrugged her shoulders. *‘He doesn’t look like a 
Boche,” she said, “ but who can tell what kind of visitors we 
have nowadays? ” 

So the man was a stranger to Saint-DeodaL Hearne’s worry 
increased, but he shrugged his shoulders too and said, “ Well, 
ri! see you later. Take care.” 

She laughed suddenly at the scriouaiess c£ his face, and then 
became dutifully grave. You must take care yourself,” she 
answered, and for a moment Hearne’s breath stopped. We 
all must take care near this place,” she added, nodding over 
her shoulder at the hotel. “ Why don’t you send Henri for 
the brandy? He’s too old to he recruited for a labour squad.” 

Hearne smiled and said, ‘‘ Last time be came down here, he 
g<^ drunk.” She laughed at that, and then she was walking 
quickly across die square towards the Widow Picrel’s shop. 

Heame’s pace was slower. There was danger in the hotel, 
more danger than Anne had even thought. But once he faced 
the yellow-screened door, he pushed it quickly open, as if by 
hurry he might get Elise’s message and leave before he met 
the man again. 

The bar was empty. As Hearne’s footsteps sounded on the 
bare fkor, a door behind the counter opened and Madame 
Perro appeared. She was as completely waved and corseted as 
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the last time he had seen her. She concealed her welcome as 
efficiently as her surprise; She reached into the pocket of her 
ap'on and produced an envelope. As she handed it over the 
counter, sljc unbent enough to incline her head towards the 
restaurant. 

** He’s in there,” she said, and then turned hack to the dom*- 
way through wWch she had entered. It dosed doiisivcly 
behind her spacious hips. She thinks that Corlay is too insig- 
nificant for her Elise, Hcarne guessed : she secs bigger fish 
floating round the hotel now. He looked down at the envelope. 
In the same square, back-sloping, thick down-stroked letters 
which spelled Corlay’s name was an urgent command acrc^ 
the top of the pap^. “ Open at once! ” It was the Elise 
touch all right. 

Heame djeyed.. Inside the envelope were the new names 
he had been promised, along with the numbers which repre- 
sented their districts on Ccrlay’s map. But what held his 
attention was the hastily written pc^tscript. Number 8 is 
here unexpectedly. See him before he leaves.” 

Wdl, thought Hearne, well. ... He wished to heaven he 
were now w^ing across the stene bridge. If only he could 
have sent seme one else down to the hotel for this envelope, 

if only But what was the good of thinking all this? It 

only wasted time, and he knew it was short now. ‘‘ He^s in 
there. See himr He half dosed his eyes to recall the list of 
numbered fifth-colunmists which he had found in CcK'lay’s 
bookcase. Number 8. That was "Del. The name was . . . 
and then his memory, perhaps because he was urging it so 
strongly, went blank on the name. It stayed tantalizingly on 
the tip of his tongue. It began with B. B . . . .Dol was 
Number 8, Number 8 was B . . . 

And then he heard tire parrot-like screech of the restaur- 
ant door. He thrust the letter into his pocket, and turned 
round. 

The small man in the black suit was standing there. He still 
had his hands in his pockets. A fresh cigarette drooped from 
the corner of the thin lips which stretched tightly between the 
long jaw and the pointed nose. His head motioned back over 
his shoulder. Hearne nodd«3, and came forward. The man 
let the door, held open by his elbow, creak into place as he 
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imBcd back into the restaurant Hcarne dodged the swing of 
ribc door in time, and pushed it c^pen for himself. Charming 
fellow, he was thinking as he reached the table, and sat down 
to face the long jaw over the checked cloth. The man had 
chosen a table set in the corner of the wall, where no one 
looking through the door or the window would see them. But 
that wasn’t -the only good thing about the table’s position, 
Hearne thought In this corner, none of the direct light from 
the windows would reach him. He sat with his arms folded so 
that the sbsc of his hands was hidden. He kept his feet well 
under the table and pretended to study the salt-cellar and the 
advertising ash-tray. The man’s eyes were so deep a brown in 
colour that some of the pigment from the iris seemed to have 
spiled over and turned me white into yellow. Above the 
eyes, forehead was high and slanting, the hair was dark and 
receding. The sallow face was watching Hearne with distrust. 
There was no doubt of that. Hearne restrained himself, and 
went on looking at the arii-tray impassively. 

“ WcU,” the man said at last. Surprised? ” The voice 
was high-fritched, almost fretful. 

‘‘ Yes,” admitt^ Hearne with considerable truth. He was 
fascinated by the dgar^te, ^ill hsM in place by the colourless 
lips even as they moved. 

** So now we are having our first meeting under the new 
r^ime. It is certainly saite, anyway.” 

** Yes,” Hearne agreed, “ \mt is it wise to have one here at 
this time? I thought we were to avdki being seen with any- 
one at the h(^, meanwhile. We aren’t to come out into the 
open yet. Later, but not yet.” 

” Wise? Sittii^ in this dump in this God-forgotten hole? 
No one comes in here any more. They are even avoiding 
this ride of the square. And why do you thirjk I didn’t talk 
to you when you were out there with that girl? Who was 
she, anyway? ” 

“ Anne Pinot.” 

‘‘Oh.” The truculence in the man’s voice gave way to 
interest. He had obviously known something of Corlay’s 
private affairs. How much? And was that a sign of real 
friendship with Corlay, or did the man’s knowledge come 
from gossip? His next words with their undisguised sneer 
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gave Hcarne a clue. **Oh, your fiancee?’’ The man was 
obviously no real friend. 

Hcarne remained silent, his brow in the frown which Corlay 
had adopted whenever he was reluctant to talk. 

Still unwilling to take a joke?” The man laughed 
maliciously, showing an uneven row of fine pointed teeth, 
complete with handsome gold fillings. The cigarette clung 
to the moist lip. “Clever chap, aren’t you, Corlay? Wc 
always used to laugh at the way you played up to the women. 
But yoy got results.” He looked round the empty restaurant 
with undisguised scorn. “You got this made the head- 
quarters! ” 

So that was what was annoying this man. He had, no doubt, 
thought that his own district would have made handsomer 
headquarters. Instead, he now felt subsidiary to Corlay, and 
he didn’t like it. 

Heame watched the spreading brown stain on the chewed 
end of the cigarette. “ There are more important reasons than 
that,” he said coldly, “ or this place would not have been made 
the headquarters. Why did you come here? ” 

The man accepted the change of subject quite as unsuspect- 
ingly as Heame had hoped he would. A change of subject 
was only natural after the implied snub which had just been 
administered. 

“ I came to verify the points in a letter which I received 
yesterday.” 

The bitter vmce told Heame as much about the tecx as he 
need«i to know. The points in the letter had so confounded 
this man that he had come here at once to make quite sure 
there had been no mistake. He couldn’t quite believe that the 
headquarters of the organization, which Hans and EHse had 
. been so skilfully nursing, should really be established here. 

Hcarne said, “ I hope the trip has been worth your while. 
What instructions did you get? ” 

“ Plenty.” The man jabbed the sodden cigarette-end into 
the ash-tray, and lit another cigarette. He didn’t offer one to 
Heame. “ Plenty. Including the instmetions to wait for you 
here until you came down this afternoon, so that we could com- 
pare notes. What are your plans? ” 

“ Just what Fve been tdd. Fm working towards results by 
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stiiBiikting a series of Bretim nadonalist meetings, and by 
accenting the importance <rf co-operation for the achievemont 
o£ onr idbais-’* 

**That would carry ycHi through here all right,” the man 
assented gloomily. But down in the towns it is going to be 
more difficult- Here, the people are half asleep. Here, the 
Germans haven't interfered much with the life of the district 
so far. But in Dol it is different. They have been there for 
some weeks now* They arc using many of its people in con- 
struction work, and the women don’t like it any more than 
the men. And then I’m told to gather them all together imder 
the banner of coK>peration ! I tell you, that can’t be done unless 
the Germans don’t interfere with the people’s existence; and 
they cannot but interfere in important centres, where large- 
scale preparations have got to have extra labour. We’ll have 
to use c^cr methods in diose towns, I tell you.” 

Heame checked his first impulse to soodie the man. Why 
should he ? It would be the b^t thing he could do if he could 
encourage a feeling of injustice and jealousy among Hans’s 
diosen band. He smiled condescendingly, tilted his chair back 
against the wall, and watched the man through half-closed eyes. 
His obvrnus enjoyn^t of the man’s predicament infuriated the 
thin nostrils. 

“ You think it’s easy.? ” the man demanded. 

** If you don’t, some one else will.” 

The man stared. ‘‘ So,” he said softly, if I don’t find it 
easy, some one else will? ” 

No doubt,” Hearne said placidly, and yawned. 

** Do you realize how important my district is? Do you 
realize how I have worked there for nearly two years? No 
one else knows all the difficulties, the peculiarities, as I do.” 

‘‘ReaUy?” 

“ Yes, my fine friend, really. You sit up here with your 
head in the clouds, thinking out grand phrases for your next 
speech. But it is I who work.” 

** And just what gives you the impression that you work 
more than I do? Just what makes you think Dol should be 
so much more important than other districts? ” 

You must come and visit me some day. We shall make a 
little tour of the new airfields, of the new underground stores, 
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of the new roads, of the But what’s the use? Nothing 

I have ever said ever convinced you.” 

** On the contrary. I am delighted to hear your news, for it 
shows our strength. As you know, I have just managed to get 
back to Saint-D6xlat, and until this talk with you I wasn't sure 
of the progress that has been made during the last month. I 
used to thmk that Brittany would only be of political value to 
our friends. Now I see that we have still a greater r6Ic to 
play.” 

Yes, and more diiSicuIt.” 

“ Then all the greater credit will be ours.” 

Yes.” The man’s tone was not wholly confident. “ If the 
right people get the credit,” he added sfatefully. 

“ TTiat’s to be seen, of eburse,” Hcarnc said callously, and 
watched the man’s reaction with a good deal of pleasure. ** But 
why worry if you don’t get the credit, provided the cause is 
victorious? ” 

Ths^ silenced the thin face opp<^te him. It was Hcarnc who 
had to speak first after that. He said casually, “ I suppose all 
thKjprcparation is for attack? ” 

The man looked quickly up at him. “ Why do you ask? ” 
he said sharply. 

** Because I prefer to be on the attacking side in this war. 
Defence is unpleasant since the perfection of the bombing 
plane.” 

** Cfii, you can deep in your comfortable bed vdthout fear <rf 
bombs. We arc on the attack.” 

** Good. The sooner the better.” 

It will be quite soon. In six weeks’ time. That is definite. 
England is beaten already. In six weeks’ time the army of 
occupation will be over in Britain. That will make things 
easier for us then.” 

** Ymi feel there will be nothing to fear here, once the Ger- 
mans arc occupied elsewhere? ” 

Nothing to worry about, nothing that can’t be taken care 
by the Gestapo and a handful of planes. Some will be 
relieved to find they are on the winning side, althou^ they 
hadn’t die courage to fig^t for it like you and me. The others, 
they’ll have all the h^rt taken out of them. That is why 
Pritain mus|: fall. She’s the raHying-ground of diosc who war^ 
I 
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to fight Once she’s gone, they’ll be left hopeless, and when 
they arc hopeless, they can be persuaded.” 

“ AikI that’s our Hcamc said. How arc the rest of 
our organization ? Arc we meeting soon ? ” 

I shall call a meeting for five of them this week, and tell 
them what I have learnoi to-day. Then they will each hold 
their own meetings, and pass on my report and recommenda- 
tions. In that way we will coordinate our campaign, although 
we shall have to use our individual judgment in dealing with 
the particular problems of our districts. We don’t all live in 
pleasant villages and plan sp^ches, you know.” 

Hearnc hesitated, as if he were weighing something carefully 
in his mind, and then he said quietly, “ Are they all to be 
trusted? ” 

The man paused in lighting another cigarette. The flame 
from the sm^ wax matdh reached his bitten thumbnail, and 
he dropped the smoking stub with an oath. 

Why shouldn’t they be? ” he sai(i slowly. ‘‘ They’ve all 
risked death for the rewards they will now get. Rewards never 
dulled loyalty.” 

“ That’s the point. Rewards. There may be a division of 
opidbn about these. After all, you and I understand each 
other. You have a diflScult, and an important, district to 
organize successfully. I have to make important speeches. We 
aren’t competing. We are each sure of the rewards for our 
loyalty.” Hcamc watched the man’s eyes and was content 
with the uncertainty which he saw there. Hearne continued 
, calmly, “ But the others may not be so sure of the results for 
themselves. They may be impatient. Be very careful with 
them. They may interpret our efforts in a wrong light, even 
c^rry tales to our German friends in order to discredit us.” 

The man said nothing, but there was a look of speculation 
in his eyes as they stared at the wall aboVe Hearne’s head. The 
idea which Hearne had sown was firmly planted. It would 
bear sour fruit. 

Hearne became business-like. He talked o£ the next meet- 
ing, of the problems which must be covered before it would 
take place. The man from Dol listened, and made his counter- 
suggestions as Hearne had guessed he would. That type 
always had a counter-suggestion ready. Then countcr-sugges- 
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tion gave way to detailed instructions, which were obviously 
pulled out of his memory. He repeated them too glibly not to 
have heard them only some hours before. Some of the phrases 
he used might have come straight from Elisc’s mouth. 

“ Good,"’ Hearnc said at last. “ Now what about a date for 
the next meeting.? ” As the man searched through a small 
diary of closely written pages and licked the point of a pencil, 
Hearnc was thinking of Kerenor, of Kerenor and the use to 
which he might put the nationalist meetings which the Nazis 
were going to encourage. Kerenor, if he could get his warn- 
ings to the various districts about die true meaning of these 
meetings^ if he and other true Bretons could use these gather- 
ings for their own purposes, could start the beginning of a 
powerful movement against the Germans. The Nazis would 
regret some day that they had encouraged the Bretons to get 
tc^ether. And the Bretons would play their own secret game 
very well. Hearnc smiled to himself as he thought of the en- 
joyment they would get out of duping the Germans. 

“ What abmit the twentieth of this month? ” the man asked. 
Hearne made a great pretence of concentrating. 

“ Good,” he agreed at last. “ Now where? In Del ? Caf^ 
dc la Grande-Rue, as usual? ” 

The man was pleased at the choice of locality. He nodded 
almost amiably, and marked a neat cross in his diary. “ Til 
inform the others,” he said decisively. 

I bet you will, thought Hoime. He said, **Any other 
particular news? You must have been busy in me last 
month.” 

The man nodded, hdding his head to one ride so that the 
curling cigarette smoke would avoid his eyes. Then suddenly 
he began to talk. The temptation to show the speech-making- 
Ckarky just how little he knew about what was going on 
couldn’t be resisted. He plunged into long details mixed with 
complaints and boasts. Hearne listened, his face set in an ex- 
pressionless mask. Whenever the man slackened in his descrip 
tions, Hearne would look only half convinced, even sceptical 
That was enough to start the flow again. But at the end he 
gave the man the satisfaction of seeing a Corky who was visibly 
impressed by the importance of the small town of Dol and its 
surroundings. 
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At last Hcarne rose* Mustn't stay too long in the hc^el 
meanwhile,” he explained. 

The man nodded. ** It is sort of funny too, to see you again. 
We all thought you were missing £ch* good. Marbeuf said the 
last he saw of you was some one d5ring on a wharf at Dunkirk 
with a couple of English soldiers lying beside him.” 

Marbeuf? And how did he get away? ” Good old Mar- 
beuf, Hcarne thought, whoever Marbeuf was. But he obviously 
wasn't some one who had stopped to see how he could help 
Corky. 

“ A French boat took him off. How did you get away? ” 

“ On the next French boat. I wasn’t so good at using my 
elbows as Marbeuf. And tell him I wasn’t dying. A shdl ex- 
ploded too near me, but I was lucky and the most I got was 
a bad shock. Sorry to disappmnt you all.” 

** &unc old Corky, aren’t you? ” 

** Only more so.” HeariSe stared fixedly at the small thin 
man. 

** Ail right, all right,” he said hastily. Believe me, I am 
delighted to find that Marbeuf was wrong.” 

" You aren’t half as delight^ as I am.” 

AH right, all ” And then the restaurant door was 

<^>coed, and two German cheers marched in. They halted 
ribrir stride as they saw the two men at the table. The smaller 
officer was Traube, the auctioneer’s clerk who had surveyed 
the Corky farm. He was peering uncertainly through his 
gksses, arrf then nodded as he recognized Hearnc. 

** Good afternoon, Lieutenant Traube,” Hearne said con- 
fidently, “I h<^ you are well, and Captain Deichgraber, 
too.” 

Yes, yes. Captain Deichgraber is away at present, but he 
will be back shordy. I see you and Vuillemin have been taking 
the opportunity to have a Uttle talk.” 

“ (^ite right. Lieutenant Traube.” Vuillemin, Vuillemin. 
. . . Something was wrong somewhere. 

The other officer didn’t trouble to conceal his impatience. 
He said quickly to the strangely silent Frenchman beside. 
Hcarne, “You arc leaving now? Good. It would be better 
not to come to Saint-D&dat again until you receive definite 
instructions to do so.” He nodded abruptly, and continued his 
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way to another table. He slapped its top with his gloves. 
“ Service! *’ he called loudly as he sat down, seemingly quite 
unaware now of the two Frenchmen. Traubc nodded in turn, 
looked embarrassed, and joined the other officer. 

Hcarne noted that all the confidence had left his cmnpanion. 
As he rose to leave the restaurant and the loud fcMPcign voices, 
he was still silent. Hearne glanced at his face, and felt satis^ 
fied. The small thin man had nc^ failed to mark the Germans’ 
contempt for an ally. He returned Hearne’s look, and that 
seemed to depress him even more, as if Hcarnc’s set expres- 
sion only verified his own fears. 

So then, until the twentieth! ” Hcarne said at the doer. 

The man nodded. He looked smaller, thinner. He wasn’t 
paying any attention to Hcarne. His eyes were fixed on the 
restaurant door which he had closed behind him. 

By the time Hearne had reached the end of the hcHel street 
the Frenchman had disappeared. Hcarne paused. And then, 
quickly, he turned and retraced his steps. 

In the restaurant, the two German ojfficers halted their am- 
versation only as he reached their table. Hearne stood beside 
them and waited for them to finish their phrases. Traubc 
cocked his head inquiringly, 

“ Herr Lieutenant Traubc . . Hearne began in a low 
vdke. 

‘‘Yes.?’’ 

The other officer wasn’t even looking at Hcarne. 

“ That mtm fixm Dol ...” 

Yes? ” Traubc blinked his cy« amdoosly. 

He’s behaving strangely. Doesn’t like taking orders.” - 

"‘So.” Traube glanced nervously at his companion, as if 
asking for help. 

The other Carman poured himself some more wine. “ I had 
noticed that,” he said in his praise voice. “ I had nedeed ffiat. 
Pity he should be at Dol, of all places. How Icmg can you con- 
trol him? ” 

“ How long do you want him to be controlled? ” Heame’s 
voice was that of a dutiful, eager, and ambitious man. But he 
^ kept his words low. Hurry, he was saying to himself; 
hurry, or that little shrimp from 1^1 will be in hecc on top af 
yw. 
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It was Traube who said quickly, “Until the fifteenth of 
August. There must be no trouble before then. After the 
fifteenth we shall have more time to deal with him, if he doesn’t 
behave more rationally.” 

“ The fifteenth,” Hfearne said thoughtfully. “ The fifteenth 
... it isn’t so long until then.” 

“ It isn’t so long,” Traube’s companion said. His lips were 
actually smiling. Then he was serious again. “ But if you 
have definite suspicions about that man, dien remove him at 
once. We can’t risk any treachery.” 

“I’ve no proof. I only had a feeling to-day that he was 
a waverer. With the proper supervision, he should be 
safe.” 

“Well, give him that supervision.” The German’s voice 
was irritable once more. “ &e that he’s satisfied.” He turned 
to Traube. “ Would it be difficult to replace him now? ” 

Traube said, “Well, he knows a lot. He’s been trained 
under us for two years. And he has done some good work in 
the past.” 

“ In that case, keep him working with us. Promise him any- 
thing. Later, when we arc less occupied with important 
plans . . The officer removed a thread from his sleeve. 

Hearne knew he was dismissed. “ Very good.” He clicked 
his heels as he took one step back. “ Then you suggest I should 
pay an unexpected visit to our little friend at Dol ? I shall make 
a report on that visit.” 

The captain nodded. Traube, watching him anxiously, 
said, “ Yes, yes. You will be held responsible if you cannot 
control him. And when you visit Dol, see Major Kalb of the 
Schutzstaffel. He is in charge of the organization of that 
town.” 

Hearne raised his arm in the approved salute, barked the 
magic words, wheeled neatly towards the door. 

The captain’s voice, speaking in German now, carried farther 
than he had intended. Or perhaps he thought that this man 
Corlay wouldn’t know much German, anyway. “ ... set a 
Frenchman to catch a Frenchman,” he was saying. “ But I 
advise you to set one of Ehrlich’s men, too, Traube. And 
advise Deichgraber on his return, of course.” Traube was 
mumbling a reply. “ Deichgraber . . . Ehrlich . . .” was all 
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that Hearne could catch as he stepped out into the deserted 
street. 

Hearne walked quickly back to the farm, arranging in his 
mind the information he had learned in the last hour, so that 
the facts which he had sifted would go nfcady and easily down 
on to paper. It was at the dovecote that he halted, as he sud- 
denly remembered. His subconscious mind had at last yielded 
up the name which had been haunting him. Vuillemin,” he 
repeated. It wasn’t Vuillemin. The man was Number 8 from 
Dol, and the name was Bruneau. Bruneau, not Vuillemin. 
Vuillemin was Number 9. Now the reason for the man’s worry 
became quite clear. The German ally had not only shown his 
contempt : he had even not considered it necessary to learn the 
right name. And the fear which Hearne had sown in the 
man’s mind would be strengthened. What chance was there 
for proper rewards and recognition for Bruneau, when he was 
just as easily called Vuillemin? 

But Hearne hadn’t time to be amused. He was too busy 
thanking his stars that his caution with names had prevented 
him from imitating the German. So then, Vuillemin, until 
the twentieth.” That would have sounded well enough at the 
time. But it would have been an unsatisfactory way to end 
one’s career. 

He was concentrating on the facts he had learned from 
Bruneau as he clijtnbed towards the Corlay farm. That was 
one way to stop thinking about the thinness of the ice over 
which he had performed such an elaborate outside edge. And 
then he realized that it wasn’t his stars he should thank : it was 
Matthews. 


CHAPTER XV 


The Golden Star 


A S the crow flew, it was fourteen miles to Saint-Servan, six- 
teen to Saint-Malo. But it took Myles and Hearne from 
sunset in Saint-D^odat to the cold grey sky of the heardcss hour 
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before dawn to reach the outskirts of Saint-Servan. They had 
avoided the villages and the roads, had skirted farms and 
isolated houses. 

It had been a strange journey, with the tall American, 
dressed in the corduroy trousers and blue smock and round 
black felt hat of ^Madame Corky ’s uncle, plodding deter- 
minedly beside an equally silent Hearne. When they had to 
speak, they spoke sofdy, abrupdy, and in French. That had 
been Hearnek advice. He had also stipulated that, if by some 
stroke of bad luck or piece of carelessness they were intercepted, 
the American must then forget he had ever seen the Corky 
farm. He would have to pr^uce his own story. Heame, in 
his turn, would have to admit that he had never seen the 
American before: that they had met only by the sheerest 
accident in that field or that wood over there. With Bertrand 
Corky’s name attached to him, they would eventually believe 
him; and the excuse to Elise for this night journey would have 
to be tied up with the name of one of the men on Corky’s list. 
He was to have a free hand in his decisions, she had said. He 
was to keep his business meetings secret from the Bretons. 
Elise would believe him, too. 

But he felt a wave of relief when he saw the spreading 
estuary of the River Ranee flowing towards the Channel coast. 
Ahead of them should be the straggling outskirts of Saint- 
Servan, forming a kind of suburb to th6 old walled town of 
Saint-Malo, .Here, where the two men had halted, the dismal 
string of small houses and small shops and flagrant hoardings 
had not yet begun. Here the fields and trees still met the steep 
banks of the river. Here, where the tides had swirled out a 
muddy inlet, there were still small groupings of simple houses, 
with their inevitable jetties and anchored boats and drying 
fishing-nets. They could be called fishermen’s villages, if barely 
a dozen cottages could be said to form a village. Hearne and 
Myles had passed two such communities, scarcely a mile apart. 

“ We should be almost there,” Hearne said, more to reassure 
himself than to encourage Myles. “There are only seven 
houses and a pub. It’s called the Golden Star. The pub, that 
is. We must be almost there.” We’ve got to be, he added to 
himself, as he looked at the sky. 

Perhaps we arc,” Myles pointed to the fishing-ncti 



THE GOLDEN STAR I39 

Stretched between the tall poles just ahead of them- Down 
on the river, two black shapes of boats with furled sails 
pulled against their moorings. Three other smaller boats lay 
drunkenly on the smooth mud, where the tide had abandoned 
them. And then they saw the row of houses, built at the very 
edge of the river-bank. Some of them had ends which over- 
shot the bank and were supported by props driven into the 
shore itself. At high tide the water would lap under these 
gable-ends themselves. Now they looked as hunched and pre- 
carious as a man slumping over his crutches. 

Myles and Hearne strained their eyes. 

“ Can’t be sure, in this light,” admitted Hearne at last. 
“ You stay here, well in the shadow of this tree. I’ll have a 
look.” 

Sure.” Myles sat down thankfully. His voice was cheery 
enough, but there was a drawn look in his face. 

‘‘Feet? ” 

“ Blast them.” 

“Wait here.” 

“Sure.” 

The houses hugged each other tightly as if to give them- 
selves courage. Even so, the only word to describe them was 
‘ dejected.’ They needed plaster and paint : that was obvious 
even in this half-light. In their sleep, mey looked as sluttish as 
a sagging woman with twisted rags in her hair. Hearne 
counted them carefully. They looked like eight altogether, if 
they began and ended where he thought they did. That was 
the dijficxilty with a row of houses : it would have been simple 
if they had been clearly separate. One was a pub. That at 
least was definite. Despite its lack of paint, the lettering was 
still visible : faint but visible. “ Etoi . . . ’Or.” Tliat must 
be it. Etoile d’Or. That must be it, although the three middle 
letters had given up all hope, and faded away entirely. Like 
the other houses, the Golden Star was dark and silent. It stood 
at the end of the row of buildings, and in its dark side wall was 
an insignificant door. Hearne took a deep breath. He had 
found &€ name anJ the side doon This was the place. It had 
to be. 

He tri^i h^4J?» It turned easily. So far, so good. Inside, 
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another door faced him. That was correct, too. He* let the 
outside door swing behind him and stood in the dark coffin of 
space between the double entrance. This time he knocked : 
three short raps, two long. Pause. Again three short, two 
long. It was so dark that he couldn’t even see his hand. All 
he was aware of was the smell of fish and decaying sea-weed 
which still persisted here, and mingled in its own peculiar way 
with the stale odour of fried oil and damp walls. He knocked 
again in the same way. Wish to God that Basdevant would 
come, he thought desperately. Apart from the nausea which 
gripped him, he was haunted by the thought of the steadily 
approaching dawn, spreading inexorably from the east. As for 
the possibility that Basdevant might no longer be functioning 
here — ^well, that was something he couldn’t even start worry- 
ing about. Without ihis Basdevant there was only a long, 
dangerous walk ahead of them towards Mont Saint-Michel and 
the archaeologist Duclos. He waited, rehearsing the phrases 
which that worried French Intelligence man in London had 
taught him. Basdevant would be six feet and broad- 
shouldered. He would have black hair, black-brown eyes, an 
aquiline nose, a red complexion, strongly marked eyebrows 
and a bottle scar on his left temple. What the hell was keeping 
Basdevant? 

And then the door opened suddenly and a lamp was held in 
front of his face so that it blinded him. He stood there, with 
his . eyes screwed up tightly, his hands half raised to shield them 
from the glar^. He cursed his over-caution in not earring his 
revolver : he had thought that his name of Corlay would be 
better protection than bullets as long, as Elise and her Hans 
could vouch for him. 

A deep voice said truculently, “ What do you want? ” 

“ This is an inn, isn’t it? ” 

Yes. But it’s closed,” 

‘‘ Well, it’s open now. I’ve money to pay for what we eat.” 
Or rather, Myles had. The few francs which Madame Corlay 
had given him ihight be needed for the return journey. 

‘*We? ” The man’s voice was friendlier. He shifted the 
weight of the lamp, and Hearne had a chance to see him. 

“ Two of us.” Hearne could make out the man’s face. Yes, 
this must be Basdevant. Fournier had indeed given an 
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accurate description. At this moment, the man’s black hair 
was ruffled, his feet were bare, his clothing consisted dE a shirt. 

‘‘ It’s cold here,” Hearne said suddenly, remembering Four- 
nier’s careful coaching. He ^poke slowly. We could talk 
better in front of your fire, if the wood is still burning.” 

“ The wood is still burning.” Basdevant stepped aside to let 
him enter. 

Hearne hesitated a moment. Perhaps the man was getting 
careless, or perhaps the identification formula had to be 
shortened to suit the memories of his new clients. They 
wouldn’t be only Deuxieme Bureau now : probably most of 
them, if not all, were fugitives. 

“ I’ll get my friend,” Hearne said, and turned towards die 
door at his back. The man hurriedly blew out the light. 
There was darkness behind Hearne as he descended the three 
stone steps into the road, and Basdevant’s voice, low, urgent. 

Hurry,” he said, hurry. Daylight is breaking.” 

The American was still sitting as Hearne had left him. He 
rose stiffly, clumsily, to his feet. He was trying to stop him- 
self sfiivering in the raw morning air. 

All clear. We’ll get something to eat and drink,” Hearne 
said, and helped the limping Myles to hurry his steps. He, too, 
felt suddenly pretty low in the water. He blamed it on lack 
of sleep. Lack of sleep, he thought. Two nights ova: hills 
and fields, two nights scrabbling under haiges, two nights 
floundering through muddy pams. Two cold dawns with 
needle rain which stung your skin and froze your blood. Two 
waking nightmares, he thought. 

We’ll get something to eat and drink,” he repeated. And 
then as they were almost at the door, he remembered to add, 
** Don’t say what you want to eat or drink. I’ll do the order- 
ing,” 

Myles nodded. His face was colourless, and lined with 
fatigue. 

** Cheer up,” Hearne said, you won’t have to .walk over 
the Channel.” If Myles could have given a smile, Hearne 
would have had one. 

The outside door opened easily, and again Hearne .noted that 
the hinges had been well oiled. But this time the inner door 
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was open too. They closed it behind them, and stood together 
in the darkness. Hearnc unconsciously kept hold of the 
American’s elbow. 

Basdevant’s deep voice said, Is that door closed properly? ” 

‘‘ Yes.” 

A match grated and flared. The lamp was lit once more. 
Basdevant smiled amiably and spoke again. ^‘This way, 
gendemen. Had to make sure about the door. The night air 
is treacherous.” He was standing at the other end of the short 
corridor; behind him was t6e entrance to a room. He had 
added a pair of faded red sail-cloth trousers to his shirt. He 
jerked a large thumb over his shoulder. ‘‘ There’s a fire in 
here,” he said, and led the way into the room. 

The ceiling was low, so low that the Breton only had to 
sling the handle of the lamp over a hook in one of the wooden 
beams just above his head, and the room was lighted. And 
there was a .ifire, with flames leaping comfortably on the wide 
stone hearth. Myles sat down heavuy on the wooden bench at 
one side of the foe-place. Heame stood in front of the blaze 
and held his numbed fingers out towards the heat of the newly 
added log. He heard the sound of a botde knocking against a 
glass. He took the thick tumbler which Basdevant held out 
to him. The raw brandy stung his throat, but it was what he 
needed. Myles had emptied ms glass too; perhaps it was the 
warmth of the foe, or the fact that his weight was off his 
feet, or that he was becoming accustomed to the strange smell 
of the house, but he suddemy seemed cheerier. Or, thought 
Hcarne, perhaps he just needed that brandy as ihuch as I did. 

Basdevant was moving skilfully about among tfie disorder of 
the room. He noticed Hearne’s expression. ** This is my own 
corner,” he said with a broad smile. ** It’s warmer here than 
in the front room. You sec, I like to live comfortably,” He 
swept his powerful arm round the unbelievable chaos. ** Now 
what would you like to eat ? ” 

Myles looked at Hearnc, and then bent down to unlace his 
boots. Hearne said slowly and distinctly, Cold mutton and 
some goat cheese.” 

“ And to drink? ” A still broader smile was spreading over 
the Breton’s face. 

Water.” 
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Myles paused in the unlacing o£ his boots and looked sadly 
at Hearne. The Englishman looked as i£ he meant what he 
said> but he was thinking how very unpleasant it would be i£ 
Basdevant were to take him at his word. 

“ Dry your clothes on that line,’’ Basdevant said as he picked 
up a smoke-blackened pan from the table and set its chain 
handle on a hook over the glowing log. He was pointing to 
a dirty piece of rope which was stretched acfoss the front of 
the stone mantelpiece. Like all of Basdevant’s arrangements, it 
was practical even if it wasn’t beautiful. It looked worse when 
their bedraggled clothes were strung over the sagging piece 
of rope. Hearne had hung his jacket carefully, so that the two 
neat packages in his inside jacket pocket wouldn’t be dis- 
lodged. He resisted the impulse to take them out and hold 
them in his hand : better, he decided quickly, to leave them 
where they were, to let the others think there was nothing of 
value in his pocket. He ostentatiously removed his penknife, 
his few francs, and the map. He opened it up to dry it, so 
that Basdevant could see what it was. But he remained stand- 
ing at the side of the fire-place, watching the oil crackle in the 
heated pan. Even when the Frenchman handed him a red- 
checked tablecloth with which to rub himself down, he didn’t 
move away from the fire and the drying clothes. Nor did he 
step aside when Basdevant tossed some fish carelessly into the 
pan. This time the odour which filled the room \vas not un- 
pleasant. 

“ Sorry,” Hearne said, as Basdevant bumped against him. 
“ This fire is too good to leave.” As he finished drying him- 
self with the tablecloth, he was looking round the room. The 
door by which diey had entered was on the same side as the 
fire-place. Opposite them was a crumpled bed. In the wall 
which probably overhung the river was one small window, 
heavily curtained, and a flight of stairs leading to the rooms 
overhead. Opposite that was a wall filled with wardrobes and 
chairs, and in that wall was a second door. Hearne guessed 
that it might lead into the front room : bar was probably its real 
function. 

Basdevant was watching him. “Cosy here, isn’t it? ” he 
asked. “ How do you like the decorations.^ ” 

There was something in the big man’s voice which impelled 
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him to look at the calendars and advertisements hung on the 
walls. Cinzano . . . Byrrh . . . Quinquina . . . Berger. . . . 
From this distance they all looked equally gaudy, equally 
innocuous. 

Very pretty,” Hearne murmured. Basdevant was still look- 
ing at him. Hearne’s eyes flickered again over the dim walls 
to sec what he had missed. Two small pieces of paper were 
pinned up over the bed. The Breton had left the fire-place and 
was now clearing a place for their meal at the table by raking 
his forearm across one of its corners. Hearne crossed die room 
towards the bed. Two pieces of paper : two certificates. One 
was birth, the other first communion. Both belonged to Louis 
Basdevant. 

Hearne came back to the fire-place. “ Cold away from the 
fire,*’ he said.. The Breton had found the plates he was looking 
for. As he came over to the cooking fish, he smiled at Hearne 
and nodded as if to say, “ You see. Tm your man all right.” 
Hearne smiled back. He was as amazed as he always was 
whenever he saw some one so big and powerful as this being 
so inaedibly naive. It ama2sed and pleased him. But that was 
die natural reaction, he reflected, of some one who only 
measured five fedt ten. 

" Now we can eat,” Basdevant said. “ And drink. And 
then we can talk, if you’re stiU awake.” 

“ Which reminds me,” Hearne said, “ have you a room we 
can rent? ” 

And have you some clothes? ” It was Myles who spoke, 
rising slowly from the wooden bench. He said in English to 
Hearne, It’s no fun being a nudist. I just about left half of 
my skin on diat chair.” 

** What <fid he say ? ” Basdevant was looking with interest 
at Myles. Hearne translated freely. The Breton threw back 
his head and laughed. With a pair of gold ear-rings skewered 
through his ears, he would have made a fine corsair. 

"*C)f course,” he said, *"I forgOt.” Now did you really, 
thought Hearne, and looked at Basdevant’s broad back reflec- 
tively as he carried tfie fish to the table. “ Take a blanket from 
the bed. Hurry, or the fish will be spoiled,” the Breton called 
over his shoulder. 

And so,” he continued, as they held a dark grey blanket 
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round them with one hand and ate the fish with the otbcTj 
“ and so you are English? ” 

American/’ Myles said quickly. 

‘^We haven’t sailed anyone as far as that yet,” Basdcvant 
laughed again. There was a gold tooth in the back of his 
mouth. That was what had started thoughts of car-rings, 
Hearne realized. He saw one oi Myles’s eyebrows raised. This 
unexpected mention of sailing had probably interested him. It 
certainly interested Hearne : everything was being made very 
easy for them. It must be pleasant working in the I>euxiraic 
Bureau. 

Basdevant was talking volubly, with smiles and quick ges- 
tures and a general air of comradeship. They might have 
known him for years. Myles and Hearne found themselves 
smiling and nodding at the right places as they listened. “ It’s 
strange,” Basdevant was saying, “ very strange. Once we used 
to fish over towards the English coast. But did the fishermen 
in Cornwall welcome us? Not they. You’d have thought we 
had been fishing right within their waters! Well, that didn’t 
worry us. Who’s to say where one bit of ^a ends and die 
other begins? It all flows together, doesn’t it? So when we 
were right close to the shore, we’d pay a little visit to these 
Cornishmen, Just to show there were no hard feelings on our 
part. And we’d get some food, or a safl patched up, or a net 
mended when we were there. I remember a place called St 
Ives. . . . Ever been there? ” Myles and Hearne shook their 
heads. But for Hearne there was a tingle of pleasure as he 
heard the name, even pronounced as it was. “ Well, in St 
Ives there was an inn just down by the harbour where they 
used to sell their catches of fish. We used to go there for a 
drink, perhaps two, perhaps three. And as we were very, sorry 
for those poor fishermen in Cornwall, we’d tell them how to 
catch fish. Well, then there might be a fight. These English- 
men used to lose their tempers very quickly. But they didn’t 
fight as well as we did. They used their fists, or perhaps, 
when they got very angry, a botde. But that’s no way to 
fight.” 

“ Knives ? ” suggested Hearne with a suspicion of a smile. 
He remembered some of the scenes in St Ives when the foreign 
poachers (every Cornish fisherman swore they poached) started 
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drinking in the local pubs. First, wary silence; then boasts; 
then arguments and loud oaths; then blows, and knives, and 
broken bottles. It was always the same pattern. It ended with 
the Bretons slashing their way to their boats, cursing the 
English vividly as diey ran; with the Cornishmen shaking 
bruised knuckles after their visitors, yelling to them to bloody 
well stick to their own bloody side of the bloody fishing 
grounds. And then three weeks later the Bretons would be 
back, smiling their way towards a bar, talking loudly of the 
good catches they had had, in their perfectly understandable 
form of English. The strangest thing of all to Hearne was 
to know that the Bretons were more closely related to the 
Cornishmen than they were to other Frenchmen, or than the 
Cornishmen were related to other Englishmen. 

Why didn’t the Englishmen stave in your boats? ” asked 
the practical Myles. Hearne watched Basdevant’s face in 
amusement. 

** Stave in our boats? ” he shouted incredulously. It was 
obvious that the idea had never occurred to him. Fishermen 
didn’t take away each other’s life that way. Poach? Yes . . . 
but not destroy. 

“ You were saying something was very strange,” suggested 
Myles. 

Ah, yes.” Basdevant relaxed again. He would be an ugly 
customer in a fight. Whoever had given him that botde scar 
was a brave man, if he still lived. 

Yes, it’s strange. For now, when we go, we are given a 
fine welcome fit for a prince. You should see the way they 
welcome the lobsters we bring over now.” He paused, as if to 
let his words sink into his guests’ minds. “ When do you want 
to sail? ” he asked suddenly. 

To-night,” Myles said. 

Basdevant thought for some moments. His heavy eyebrows 
were bushed over his brown eyes. He said at last, The tide 
will be difficult. What about to-morrow night? ” He didn’t 
wait for a reply. “ Fine,” he said. “ To-morrow night.” 

Myles looked quickly at Hearne, but he was picking the 
last bones carefully out of his piece of fish, 

It was excellent fish. 
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CHAPTER XVI Trial for a Traitor 

I T was cold in the room upstairs in the Golden Star, and it 
seemed all the colder because oL the bareness of the place. 
Three narrow beds, a mattress on the floor, a rain-spotted 
window overlooking the river, a chair. That was all. 

“ Why did you bring the clothes up here? ” asked Myles. 

“ They were dry.’^ They damned well weren’t dry, thought 
Myles, and Hearne knew it as well as he did. He spread his 
trousers and shirt flat on the wooden floor thoughtfully. 

“ We’ll sleep well,” Hearne said very clearly in French, and 
sat down heavily on the nearest bed. It creaked sati^actorily. 

There are enough blankets, anyway. We have thirty-six 
hours for sleep. That should be enough.” He yawned loudly. 

Myles finished arranging his clothes and his boots. He 
looked towards the door and pointed silently. One eyebrow 
was ^p. 

Hearne nodded. The American sat noisily down on the bed 
next Hearne’s and yawned in turn. The two men rolled the 
blankets tighdy round themselves, and then lay still. The 
rain had stopped. There was morning sundiine outside the 
window, and a smooth stretch of blue sky. 

When they at last heard the sound of Basdevant’s large feet 
moving about in the room below, Hearne raised himself on 
an elbow. He whispered, “ We^U sleep in relays.” 

“ You can begin. I got some shut-eye yesterday. It is only 
my feet which worry me. What’s wrong, anyway? ” 

Hearne considered for a moment. He owed the American a 
warning. He couldn’t expect any intelligent co-operation if 
kept Myles completely in the dark. 

What do you think of all this? ” he asked Myles. 

“ I liked the fire and the food.” 

“ And Basdevant? ” 

He’s a big fellow, very big.” 

That’s just about what I Aought.” 

The two men looked at each other and grinnbd. S 
Hearne said, “ To be quite frank, I don’t like it.” 

K 
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‘‘ Strong smeli o£ fish,” agreed Myles. And then he was 
suddenly serious. “ Isn’t that buzzard all right? You should 
know.” 

“ I thought I did. He’s certainly the man I was looking for. 
I got his name from some one reliable.” Or was Fournier re- 
liable? God, nowadays you had even doubts of your own 
grandmother, Hearne thought. Or was he being too jittery, 
worrying over trifles, finding suspicions where there should 
be none? Lack of sleep, probably : perhaps if he got some 
sleep he would stop seeing mysteries. 

The sky outside the window was a pale, ruthless blue. 

‘‘ Well? ” the American asked. ** I’m old enough to know.” 

The footsteps still moved about downstairs. 

Hearne spoke quickly. This is the place, and that is the 
man. He’s probably just careless, or simple, or good-natured. 
I’m probably dizzy with sleep and cursed with a doubting 
mind. But, first of all, he let us into the house without proper 
identification. He seemed eager to get us inside. He was eager 
to identify himself. He was eager to get down to business. He 
made all the moves. And.then he dicEi’t like our idea of bring- 
ing our clothes up here. It was he who suggested we should 
dry them at the fire, but he didn’t rush to offer us any others, 
although he was a good host in every other way. Last of all, 
he ssdd the tide wouldn’t be right : that was an excuse for a 
couple of land-lubbers. We seemed that all right, by suggest- 
ing something about a hole being knocked in some one’s 
boat.” 

“ That explains a Iqt,” Myles said. “ Now I’ll add my 
nickel’s worm. He lives too damned well. Did you notice the 
oil he wasted when he fried that fish? I’m telling you there 
hasn’t been a farm-house in my travels which slopped the oil 
about that way. And there was butter, even if it did taste like 
a goat. 'And cheese, a big one at that. And brandy, and red 
wine, and good coffee, and cigarettes. It’s what I would call 
pre-armistice standard. Look, you’ve a farm and the Germans 
have only started to penetrate your district, but you live more 
carefully than he does. He’s slap bang beside Saint-Malo, and 
the Germans have settled nicely into the place by this time : I 
bet every inch of bread, every spoonful of oil, in the district 
is noted down in their little black note-books.” 
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“ We are making a nice case out of very little,” Hearne said. 
“ He may smuggle a lot of things in here, by his boat. He 

seems to enjoy poaching. He may even ” He paused. 

The room below was silent. There might have been a 'move- 
ment at the foot of the stairs. 

Myles had noted it too. Sleep,” he whispered. 

Hearne added a few snores to that advice. He felt warm 
and comfortable. The food and wine and brandy were doing 
their work. Another five minutes of pretending, and he would 
act himself into sleep. He heard the door open slighdy. Myles 
stirred, turning in die way which light sleepers do at the sus- 
picion of a noise. Then the door was closed again; careful 
footsteps descended the steep wooden stairs. 

“ You sleep,” Myles whispered again. “ I’ll keep watch.” 

“ Half an hour. Wake me then. We may have to be ready 
to move on.” 

Myles nodded his agreement. 

The blue of the sky was bolder. 

Myles was wakening him, shaking him lighdy but deter- 
minedly. 

Sorry,” the American was saying, ‘‘but I thought I’d 
better let you in oil this. I can’t get &e hang of the accent.” 

Heatne sat up in bed, shaking his head to waken himself 
fully. The room was now warm with the sunlight which 
streamed through the window. Later than I meant to be, he 
thought. The clothes stretched out on the floor were crumpled 
but dry enough. 

He looked at Myles and grinned. “ That’s better,” he said. 
“I feel much better.” 

“ I thought you needed more than a half-hour. You’ll be 
able to run all the faster if we have to. But look! ” He 
pointed to the half-open door. Standing in the shadows was a 
thin boy in Breton fishing clothes. “ I’ve been struggling with 
his language for five minutes. He’s nearly bawling because 
he can’t understand me.” 

The boy spoke, his dark, anxious face looking at Hearne 
expectantly. 

“The gentleman speaks French?” His accent was pure 
Breton. 
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^‘Yes. What is it?” 

** My sister sent me.” 

“Well?” • 

“ She says you are to hurry.” 

“Where?” 

“ You must go away.” 

“Now?” 

The boy nodded. 

“Why?” 

The lioy looked anxiously over his shoulder. 

“ Please,” he said. 

“ Where’s your sister? ” 

“ Downstairs in the bar.” 

“ Where’s Basdevant? ” 

“ Big Louis has gone to Saint-Malo. He will be back in an 
hour, perhaps more, perhaps less. My sister is in the bar.” 

A sudden light dawned on Hearne. “ You mean she’s in 
charge? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Who else is th6re? ” 

“The others.” 

“ What others? ” 

“The men who live here: all except big Louis and 
Corbeau.” 

‘"Who’s Corbeau? ” 

“ Big Louis takes him on his boat now. He’s his cousin.” 

“And your sistd: sent you up here. . . . Did the others 
know she sent you up ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

Hcarne bit his lip. Myles, watching the boy’s face intently, 
said in English, “ He’s scared stiff at what he’s doing.” 

Hearne suddenly got out of bed. “ We’ll dress and go down 
and see this sister. Better hurry. How are the feet? ” 

“ Could be worse.” 

They dressed quickly and silently. The boy’s face relaxed. 
His brown eyes were smiling now. 

He led the way down the rickety stairs. In Basdevant’s 
living-room, he halted and pointed to the door by which they 
had entered this dawn. 

“ No, thank you,” Hearne said, “ we want to see your sister 
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first/^ He moved towards the door which lay opposite the 
window in the room. His guess last night had been that it led 
to the bar. He had probably been right ; even now, with his 
hand on its latch, he could near voices arguing. 

The boy tried to catch his arm. “ Not that way. This way.’* 
He pointed again. 

It’s all right, sonny. We’re friends,” Myles was saying. 

We only want to thank your sister.” As the boy turned his 
head to answer the American, Hearne opened the door. 

The noise inside the litde room with its four marble-topped 
tables, its dark wood counter, its brightly coloured calendars 
and paper flowers on the walls, ceased abruptly. Five men, 
their fa.ces bronzed and lined from sea and wind; three boys, 
large-eyed and alert; a dark-haired woman leaning over me 
counter. That was all. They ^med to be one person as they 
turned and looked at Hearne and Myles. However divided 
had been the opinions which had caused t^ir violent discus- 
sion, they were now united in thought and reactioh as they 
faced the strangers. 

“ Pierre,” the woman said angrily, I told you ” 

“We insisted on coming to thank you,” Hearne cut in. 
“ This isn’t Pierre’s fault.” 

Some one cleared his throat, feet shuflSed, but no one spoke. 

At last the woman said, “ You’ve thanked me. Now go as 
you came,” 

“ In this daylight? ” 

“ It is safer now than at night.” 

“ But we have a bill to pay,” the American said. 

“ We don’t want your money 

“ Big Louis will.” 

The woman shrugged her shoulders. “Go now,” she 
insisted. 

Myles exchanged a look with Hearne. “ You handle this,” 
he said in English. “ The smell of fish is stronger.” 

Hearne nodded. He put his dhows on the counter of the 
bar and leaned forward so that his face was no more than a 
foot across from the woman’s. She wasn’t so old as he had 
thought. Her resemblance to the boy Pierre was extra- 
ordinary : there was that same thin, high-cheeked shape of 
face, the same broad brow and deepset brown eyes. The fine 
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black hair was smoothed into a knot at the nape of her neck. 
There was colour in her cheeks, and her skin was tanned as 
deeply as the men's. She wasn't so old after all- probably not 
even thirty. The lines and litde wrinkles on her face came 
from strong sun and sea wind, not from age. The large eyes, 
fixed on him so intently, were young, and so were her strong 
arms and hands. It was the severity of her hair, the serious- 
ness of her face, the fine lines on her skin which had made her 
seem more like Pierre's mother than his sister. He kept his 
eyes on hers, and a smile on his lips, as he fumbled in his 
mind for a beginning. A dull red flush mounted over the 
colour in her cheeks and surged down into her neck. She 
moved a step backwards from me counter, and stood under the 
vase of paper flowers which had been hooked to the wall. 
But her eyes were still fixed on his. 

“ Please go,” she said. Her voice was quieten now. 

"" Yes, we are going. And we thank you for warning us. 
But we must find out why you warned us, so that in turn we 
can warn any others who might come here as we^id.” 

“ You could stop them from coming? ” The woman’s face 
was suddenly animated vidth rcHef . 

** We could stop many.” 

She turned to the boy quickly. “ Pierre, go down and wait 
at the jetty. When you see him coming, let us know.” Pierre 
left the room obediently. Myles and Hearne exchanged 
glances. So it was big Louis all right. 

** We’ll have a drink,” Hearne said. We’ll all have a 
drink.” The silent men behind him were beginning to worry 
him. " What about a drink? ” he said to them. Two of them 
came forward, the others hesitated and then followed. 

» The woman uncorked a bottle of white, colourless liquid. 
She shook her head as she said, “ You - are in danger by 
staying.” 

"‘We’ll be all right. We wakened and came down for a 
drink. If he comes, then we pretend nothing has happened, 
that you didn’t warn us. And we’ll leave at the first chance 
we get.” That seemed ^ardy to satisfy her : she was pouring 
the drinks carefully into the small thick tumblers. 

“ Tell us one thing,” Hearn? said. “ Would it be impossible 
to sail from here to-night? ’' 
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The men were amused : he must have said something highly 
funny. 

Is the tide unfavourable? 

The men were trying to hide their laughs. One of them 
failed. It was the seaman’s prerogative over the ^pid land- 
lubber. 

Stop that,” the woman said sharply to them. She turned 
towards Hearne and Myles politely. “ The tides never prevent 
us from sailing on this part of the river at any time. There’s 
a deep channel in the middle.” 

“ Big Louis said the tide was wrong to-night. That was why 
we must wait until to-morrow.” 

The men were amused no longer. The mention of big 
Louis had frozen them into silent watchfulness. Again 
Hearne had the feeling that he was facing an individual, and 
not five men and one woman. Myles was pretending to con- 
centrate on his drink, but his eyes were missing nothing. 

Hearne went on calmly, **Are there any German-lovers 
here?’' . 

The effect was electric. . The woman’s eyes dilated and then 
narrowed. Two of the men slipped their hands into their 
pockets. Myles reached for the botde casually as if to pour 
himsetf another drink, but he paused with his fingers round 
its neck. One of the younger men suddenly cursed, ^t into 
his drink, and pushed it away from him so violently that the 
glass upset. 

I knew you weren’t,” H^ume said in the same unhurriol 
tone, “ but I had to make sure. You do nc^ look l&c the 
type of men who would lick the soles of the Germans’ feet 
&me do; and some even like the taste of it.” 

“ So what? ” the young man asked, his cold blue eyes hard 
with anger. He looked as if Hearne’s words had soured the 
saliva on his tongue. 

What will the other fishermen on this river begin to say 
about you when they learn that big Louis sells their allies to 
thdr enemies ? And they will learn some day. You can’t hide 
such things : they come out.” 

“ That is our business.” It was the oldest fisherman who 
spoke. The others nodded. Only the woman and the man 
with the angry eyes looked as if mey didn’t agree -with tfaat^ 
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but they said nothing. Those Celts, thought Hearne irritably : 
clannish was another word for them. He was the stranger 
sticking his nose into their business. They could say what they 
liked to each other about Basdevant, but they would have no 
foreigner criticizing him for them. And a foreigner was any- 
one who had not been born and brought up in this litde 
village of eight houses. 

“ That is your business,*' Hearne agreed. You must deal 
with him yourselves. But what if odier men come here for 
help? Will you stand aside and let the Boches catch them? 
And what is going to happen to you if Basdevant quarrels with 
any of you and informs me Germans that you helped men to 
escape from him? " 

“He wouldn't do that,” the old man said, but his tone 
lacked conviction, . 

It was the woman who spoke next. “ Vm sick and tired to 
death of hearing you men talk. Shall we do this, shall we^ do 
that? You argue yourselves into your graves. First, let Jules 
tell what he knows, what we all know. Then these two men 
will go avi^ay, and we alone Aall deal with big Louis and that 
Corb^u he brought here to help hhn. This man is right ; big 
Louis is on trid. I didn’t lose two brothers and my father in 
this war for other men to grow fat on'^the leavings of their 
murderers. Jules, tell what you know.” 

The young man with the angry blue eyes said, “ At first, 
everything was as it should be. When I got back from the 
war, I helped with the others. We’d sail out to fish, and we’d 
take any man who had come to big Louis, and we’d meet the 
English boats, and sometimes we’d land them in England our- 
selves. We know places on that coast like the back of our 
hand. We didn’t ask for money. If they had any, they gave 
us iti If diey didn’t — ^well, that didn’t matter. We helped nine 
men to escape. Some were French, some were English, one 
was a Pole.* Five days ago, we no longer had to sail so far. 
Big Ixxuis said he and the Corbeau could do it by themselves. 
It was safer that way, he said. And then he seemed to have 
money, and food. He gave us good reasons. We could say 
nothing,” 

There was a general murmur from the men? and a shuffling 
of feet. 



TRIAL FOR A TRAITOR I55 

“But two days ago I was in Saint-Malo, and there I saw 
something.” Jjdes paused. He looked gravely from Myles to 
Hearne as if to warn them to listen weU. “ Three days ago, 
two Englishmen were brought here by a man from Dinan, 
Big Louis sailed with them that night. There was also Cor- 
beau, and young Yves from the next village.” 

The woman explained, “ Yoimg Yves is the son, the only 
son left, of Yves who is the head of that village.” She smiled 
as if to excuse this interruption. Anyway, thought Hearne, she 
is really anxious we shouldn’t miss a trick. He smiled back 
and nodded. The only son left . . . something important was 
behind that. 

“ But why did young Yves come here to sail for England? 
Couldn’t one of the men from his own village have taken him 
across the Channel? ” 

“ Old Yves had forbidden it. This was his only son, now 
that the other two had been torpedoed in the war.” 

“ And young Yves was determined to join the Frenchmen 
in Britain, even against his father’s will? ” 

“ Yes, and he had come to Basdevant for help.” . 

'Hearne and Myles exchanged quick glances. If Basdevant 
had betrayed young Yves, then here was the makings of a blood 
feud between the two communities; if the boy’s father ever 
learned of the betrayal, that was. And the woman realized 
this. Hearne could see that in her eyes. 

“ Go on, Jules,” she said impatiently. 

“ Well, two da)^ ago I was in Smt-Malo. Some prisonors 
were being marched through the street. We stood in silence 
and watched them go. There weren’t very many, and all were 
wearing civilian clothes. Among them I saw the two English- 
men : the young one, and the big one with red hair. And I 
saw young Yves.” 

No one moved. The dark, silent faces of the fishermen 
stared into emptiness. The woman’s eyes were fixed, unsee- 
ing, on the pool of alcohol from Jules’s overturned glass. 

At last Hearne said, “ Yes, you must deal with him your- 
selves. And if any others come here asking for Basdevant, will 
you help them? ” 

Jules nodded slowly. “ If we see them arriving. We would 
not have known that you were here if you hadn’t been late 
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this morning, and I saw you fay the grey light. We help any- 
one who hates our enemies.” 

Hearne thought, Now there’s the explanation £ot Basdevant’s 
haste to get us indoors. He said, “ And you hate anyone who 
helps your enemies? ” 

The men were still silent. At last the oldest one said, “ He 
is a good fisherman, the best on the river. WeTl never find 
another like him.” 

“ He is brave,” agreed another, “ and he is clever.” 

“ He was a good man before the Germans came,” the oldest 

man went on, “ and perhaps ” He stopped and looked at 

the others. 

“ Another drink? ” asked the American suddenly. “ Open 
another bottle.” Out of the side of his mouth he said to 
Hearne, “ These damned appeasers.” 

Hearne was thinking. It’s no good : the older ones will re- 
member big Louis as he was to them; they’ll remember his 
good points, his leadership, his comradeship. They’ll begin 
to believe that he might be the same again, if only no more 
refugees come to tempt him. They may even end by blaming 
it aU on the fugitive, and they’ll turn their anger against Jules 
for disturbing their peace of mind. 

“Yes,” Hearne said, “I could do with another drink 
myself.” 

The woman was listening to the reminiscences of the other 
men. She looked at Hearne and shook her head sadly. “ You 
see? ” she seemed to be saying. She began to wipe the counter 
where Jules’s glass had been upset, and then she paused sud- 
denly,, her brown eyes looking at Hearne and Myles in dismay. 

*“ Do you hear that? ” she began. “ It’s Pierre, He’s run- 
ning. I told you you would be too late. Get back to your 
room, quick. I’ll think of something else to help you. Quick.’^ 

Pierre burst into the room, incoherent ip his excitement. 
They understood the reason for it when they at last could 
make sense of his news. It wasn’t Basdevant or Corbeau who 
had arrived. It was old Yves, and young Yves,' and all the 
men from their village. They had sailed down as far as the 
little bay above the jetty; they must have left their boats there, 
for they had suddenly appeared on the river path* And they 
were walking towards the Golden Star. 
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Even as Pierre finished that last detail, the sound of men's 
feet could be heard on the roadway outside. 

“ If they want a fight, they can get it," said the pld man, 
and drew a knife from his pocket. The blade snapped back 
into readiness. Other knives were coming out. 

Hearne cursed this misplaced bravery under his breath. 
That old fool appeased when he should fight, and fought 
when he should reason and explain. “ Gentiemen," Hearne 
said. “ I think this solves your problem. It is Yves and his 
friends who will take action against big Louis. Obviously, he 
has escaped and his village knows all about Basdcvant. If you 
defend him, the whole river will judge you were guilty along 
with him. Your names will stink worse than the mudflats at 
low tide." It was his last desperate effort to cut through the 
dangers with which they were binding themselves. 

,And then the door of the bar was flung wide open, and 
there seemed to be a mass of brown faces and red sail-cloth 
trousers wedging the narrow space. A tall, broad-shouldered 
man with red hair slipped through the sullen group of fidier- 
men. A thin young man follow^ him. 

Hearne put his glass slowly down on the counter, and stared. 

What’s wrong?" asked Myles. The spoken English 
reached the ears of the thin young man. He mrned his head 
sharply and stared at Myles and Hearne, and then at Hearne. 

“Well," he said. “ Well. Look, Sam, who’s here I " He 
came forward with a smile on his haggard white face, tmish- 
ing a lock q£ hair impatienfly back from his forehead. “ I 
must say we do meet in the oddest places, don’t we? " 

Sam came forward unbelievingly. “ Can you beat that? 
It’s his nibs himself," he said, and his slow Yorkshire voice 
filled the room. 

It had a remarkably comforting sound. 
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CHAPTER XVII First Blood 

H earne looked at Myles, and then grinned. If he had 
seemed a funny kind of farmer before, God knew what 
the American was thinking now behind those alert eyes. Alert, 
but tactful. He was pretending to be interested in the new- 
comers, and only a shadow of a smile twisted the corner of his 
mouth, Hearne turned quickly to the two Englishmen and 
spoke in his own voice : there was no need now for his Corlay 
imitation. 

“ Better get between them, tactfully. There’s no good in a 
fight starting now. They’d only knife each other instead of 
big Louis.” 

“You know him?” 

“We all know him,” Myles said. 

The three Englishmen and the American grouped them- 
selves not too noticeably across the middle of the room. This 
separated the two parties of Frenchmen. There had been 
enough interest and surprise over the foreigners who knew 
each other to ease the initial tension just a fraction. That, and 
the fact that big Louis was not here, explained the feeling of 
indecision in the air. 

Hearne seized his advantage. “ Jules,” he said, “ tell them 
how you have judged big Louis.” There was a stirring at the 
mention of the name. 

“ Yes, Jules, go on,” the woman said quickly. She was stand- 
ing beside the young fisherman. Her hand touched his arm 
for a moment. 

Jules looked at the men in the doorway. “ We have learned 
what big Louis has done. We shall deal with him. It is our 
business.” The men around him echoed his words : “ . . . our 
business.” 

“ It is also ours.” This time it was the black-bearded man 
standing in the doorway who had spoken. That must be old 
Yves. At his shoulder there was a young man with the same 
high aquiline nose, the same black hair and eyes. Young Yves, 
obviously. 
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There was a silence except for the marked breathing of the 
men. 

“ We shall deal with him,” Jules said with finality. 

Again that ominous silence. 

Hearne spoke, wondering if he’d get a knife in his back for 
his trouble. ‘‘ Jules, why not invite them to wait to see how 
you deal with big Louis ? ” 

“ They are already invited,” Jules said, with unconscious 
dignity. 

“ And we accept the invitation.” The black-bearded man 
nodded to the men behind him. They entered the room singly. 
But the knives were no longer visible. 

** Order another botde, for God’s sake,” Myles said to 
Hearne. “ At this rate. 111 have no money left to take me to 
England.” 

“ Don’t worry about that.” It was the thin Englishman who 
spoke. “ Old Yves is going to take us, and he will take you 
too. We sort of helped his son to escape. He says he would 
take us to South America for that.” 

England will do this time,” the American said with a 
smile. 

“ It bloody well will,” said Sam. 

Looks as if they’ll be ready for a fight by the time big Louis 
arrives,” Myles suggested. 

“Yes,” Hearne agreed, and looked round the room, too. 
The two groups of men had sat at the farthest separated tables. 
They sat in silence, their thin cigarettes drooping feom their 
lips, one hand round their glass of crude spirits, the other 
hidden by the table. The woman served them, quietly, watch- 
fully. It was only when her eyes would turn towards the door 
and she would listen that Hearne could see how nervous she 
really was. 

Myles and the three Englishmen moved back to the counter 
of the bar. They could relax for a moment. The young 
officer was looking at Hearne once more. He was the first 
to speak. 

“ Well,” he said again, “ you do get about, don’t you? By 
the way, you proved to be a very good doctor. Thanks fctf 
that. I’m almost cured.” But Hearne noticed that he didn’t 
touch the drink in his glass. 
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Hearne said quietly, Why did you come back here after 
you escaped? ” 

“ Safest place, at present. The Jerries would think we’d 
make a bee-line for the coast. And then, Yves had a score to 
settle, and we felt like that, too. That blighter Louis, or what- 
ever he’s called, can’t be left to run this show. By the way, 
my name is Townshend, and this is Walls.” 

Sam grinned, and said in a mock-Oxford accent, “ Pleased 
tomeetyou. I’m sure.” 

“ I am Myles, and this ” — ^the American nodded towards 
Hearne — is ” Hearne’s glass unexpectedly emptied it- 

self over Townshend’s leg. 

“ Sorry,” Hearne murmured. Messy creature.” Myles 
smiled gently, and changed the subject. 

“ I’ve been wondering who is going to take big Louis on,” he 
said. Or is it a mass aflfair? ” 

Sam Walls looked at him with amazement spread thick over 
hk good-natured face. ‘‘ Who’s takin’ him on? Who d’you 
think? ” He held out a large doubled fist, and a slow grin 
widened his mouth still more. Take a couple of pounds of 
good red meat; shape it roughly over broad, round bones; 
stick a round lump in the middle for the nose; cut two creases 
for the eyes, and a wide slit for the mouth; add two twists 
of flesh for the ears, bending them forward slightly; fringe 
with thick red hair; forget about the eyebrows; and there you 
would have made Sam Walls. Not a work of art, thought 
Hearne, looking at the honest face in front of him : just the 
salt of the earth, that was all. 

** It won’t be so easy, Sam,” Hearne said. “ There’s also a 
matter of Celtic pride and Celtic blood.” 

“ What’s that? ” Sam asked bluntly, with fine Yorkshire 
contempt. 

“These men,” Hearne nodded to Jules and his comrades, 
sitting so silently and bitterly at their table, “ these men feel 
it’s a family affair. They want to deal with it in their own 
way, without any foreigner butting in. Even these men,” he 
looked towards Yves and his friends, “ are counted foreigners, 
although they’ve lived only two or three miles away from here 
all their lives. Do you see?” 

“ Can’t say I do, lad.” 
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If you interfere first, they may gang up on you, on the four 
of us. Not because they hate us, although they don’t like any 
foreigner very much, but just to teach us to keep our noses out 
of their business.” 

They would, now? ” 

“ Yes, they would.” 

Sam brooded over that. “ Well, I’ve my own pride, too,” 
he said at last. “ I don’t give a booger for this foreigner stuff. 
I’m after that Louis. There isn’t a lad here big enough to deal 
with him.” 

They are wiry and quick; they can use a knife as well as 
anyone.” 

‘‘ That’s a bloody awful way to fight.” 

“ Very bloody,” agreed Hearne with a suspicion of a smile. 
“ But don’t start the fight, Sam. You’ll never get to England 
without friends.” 

I’ll get there if I have to swim for it,” Sam said. 

I think I heard aeroplanes,” Townshend interrupted tact- 
fully. Hear them? ” 

“ Third lot in the last two hours,” Myles said. 

‘‘ Plenty of them about. Boa.ts, too, and barges. You should 
have seen them in the water roxmd Saint-Malo.” 


Hearne said quietly, “ When you arrive in England, there 
will be some one to meet you. Remember everything for 


him. 




“ How will they know we’re coming? ” 

“ They will. Get Yves to sail his boat towards Penzance. 
An aeroplane will be scouting for you, and a launch will come 
to meet you.” 

“ Reception committee? Myles suggested. 

Hearne nodded. ‘‘ And I’ll give you a package. All of you 
are responsible for its delivery. You’re to give it over to a 
man called Matthews : white hair, red cheeks, blue eyes, large 
straight nose, natty navy suiting sort of person. Scotsman, 
Matthews. Matthews. Got that? ” 


The three men beside him looked suitably impressed. They 
nodded their agreement. 

‘‘What about you? Aren’t you coming too? ” Townshend’s 
thin face was politely curious. 

Hearne shook his head. “ Damn those planes,” he said. 
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They all listened. Even the silent Bretons had emerged from 
their Celtic gloom. One of them said something. Another 
added to that. A third contradiaed. The tension had broken. 
All of them were talking, it seemed, as if to make up for lost 
time; talking quickly, loudly, with much expression and many 
oaths and even an occasion^ laugh. 

The four men standing at the bar looked at each other in 
a mixture of incredulity and relief. The younger Yves had 
left his table and sauntered over towards them. Jules, not to 
be outdone in politeness, had come forward too. Hcarne 
talked to Yves, while Myles and Townshend listened intently. 
His father would know Cornwall? Penzance? Good. Could 
they sail to-night? Still better. Then they could use the dark- 
ness to run clear of the French coast, do some fishing, and get 
near the Cornish coast by to-morrow’s sunset, when an English 
boat would meet them? And then his father could make a 
neat exit into the darkness and be fishing off the French eoast 
by next day? Yves nodded his head gravely. Yes, that could 
be managed. It would be arranged that way. He had his 
Other’s permissioti to go now: he had to go, now that the 
Germans i^erc searching for him. They hadn’t found out his 
right name, or where he lived. But there was always the 
possibility of being identified by some quick Boche eye : his 
father had understood that danger, and so he could go to 
England after all, 

“ Excellent,” said Hearne, with so much warmth that Yves’s 
serious face was suddenly wreathed in smiles. 

Myles was less enthusiastic. Either his feet were starting to 
trouHe him again, or the waiting was getting on his nerves. 

Fine and dandy,” he said. “ Now all we’ve got to do is to 
get out of this country. That’s all.” 

And setde with Louis,” added Townshend. 

“Aye,” Sam said. They could see a thought forming in 
his mind. He stood in front of the two young Bretons, 
“ Looey ! ” he said loudly. “ Looey ! ” He held up his 
clenched hand. Some of the other Bretons had looked 
towards him. “ Looey ! ” Sam repeated to all the room, 
jabbed the air viciously with his fist, and pointed vehemendy 
to himself. “ Savvy? ” he added. 

The Bretons looked at him with polite interest and amuse- 
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xnent. One of them shook his head sadly, drew his forefinger 
along his throat, and clicked his tongue. There was a little 
wave of laughter. 

Sam stood with his big hands on his hips and glared at 
them. “ Look here, lads,” he said, you don’t know my 
lingo. I don’t know yours. But get this straight. I’m going 
to twist Looey’s neck until it breaks.” He acted his words 
with a good deal of feeling. The Bretons were watching with- 
out any laughter now. The words were unintelligible to them, 
but the realness of Sam’s emotions had got through to them. 
The silence was broken by renewed arguments. 

“What d’they say? ” Sam asked Hearne anxiously. 

“ They see your point, and they are interested in it. But it’s 
^no good, Sam : their minds are made up already. Still, they 
enjoy discussing your point of view.” 

“ Where’s this Louis, anyway? ” demanded Myles. He was 
beginning to show a surprisingly strong temper. 

“ I wish I had my gun,” Townshend murmured unhappily. 

Hearne thought, We are all getting a bad attack of jitters 
just because none of us want to see a man knifed to death. 
Sam wants to use his fist, Myles is feeling truculent, Towns- 
hend wishes he had a gun, and I only wish that the whole 
thing could have happened in hot blood instead of us all 
waiting here so coldly for the kill. 

He said, “ Sam, what happened to that train? ” 

“ Eh, lad? ” 

“ You remember. . . . The train the Pole was going to 
drive? ” 

A slow grin replaced Sam’s glumness. “Oh, that! Well, 
it was this way. The Pole got die engine movin’ after fiddlin’ 
with all t’knobs and buttons, and away we went like the 
hammers o’ hell, and we skidded round t’bends, and we blew 
through t’stations like a nor’easter. Then train took notion to 
slow down, just gradual-like, all by herself. There wasn’t 
nothing we could do about her. We'tried, but she was stuck 

fair and proper, bung in middle of bridge. We ” Sam 

halted, and listened, his head to one side. A car was passing 
through the village. It was slowing down. It braked sud- 
denly outside the Golden Star. 

They all looked at each other. They shared one thought : 

1. 
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Basdevant would return by boat Who was this? The win* 
dows were too high for the men to see what was happening in 
the street. Jules and two others moved quickly over to the 
door. They had just reached the three stone steps which led 
up to it. The door opened. They were pushed aside by the 
men who had entered with so much assurance. At least, two 
of the men were assured; perhaps their field-grey imiforms 
helped their confidence. But the third man’s swagger was 
only bravado. Hearne watched the set smile on his face and 
thought. You didn’t want it this way : you wanted to sail 
back quietly in your boat and pretend you were going to help 
us; you wanted to hand us over to the Nazis in the darkness 
far away from here, so your friends wouldn’t see your way of 
making a living; you wanted it that way, but the Nazis didn’t, 
and they are more interested in the catch than in playing the 
fish; they insisted on coming back with you q^uickly, by car; 
and here you are, Louis, with a bigger crowd to damn your 
treachery than you had expected; you hoped there would only 
be the women, and a boy or two, at thi? time of day; how do 
you like being a Quisling, Louis? Go on, look round, look at 
the faces, Louis;* how do you like it? 

Basdevant’s smile had stiffened as his eyes rested on Sam, 
and then Townshend, and then young Yves. He had seen old 
Yves and the men grouped roimd him, too; you could tell 
that by the way he wouldn’t look at them. He descended the 
three steps slowly. The Germans, a non-commissioned officer 
and a private, had drawn their revolvers.^ It was obvious that 
they, too, had not expected to encounter so many men. 

Where are they ? ” It was the sergeant, speaking pain- 
fully accurate French. 

Big Louis scarcely hesitated. There was a kind of fatalism 
about the very movement of his arm as he pointed towards 
Myles and Hearne, and then to Townshend and Walls, 

‘‘You said two,” the German said angrily, “You didn’t 
tell us there were four of them.” 

“ And what about me? ” Young Yves’s voice was as con- 
temptuous as his face. 

Basdevant’s eyes flickered towards old Yves, sitting so 
grimly among his men. 

“ What about me, Judas? ” Young Yves spat out the words. 
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The sergeant was angry. “ Why didn’t you tell me there 
were more than two ? ” He was not only angry, he was 
worried. So, thought Hearne, there were only the sergeant 
and the uncertain-looking soldier, fingering his revolver un- 
necessarily. He had lost his assurance : he obviously couldn’t 
understand much French, and these silent, dark faces smoul- 
dering round him had their effect. He kept his face rigid, but 
his eyes shifted round the room with the same nervousness 
as his fingers on the revolver betrayed. Even the thickest 
German hide must have felt the hate which poured towards 
the two uniforms. 

Hearne suddenly relaxed. This was all going to take care 
of itself. He needn’t worry any more. He caught Jules’s eye 
for a moment : Jules and his friend standing strangely motion- 
less and silent behind the two soldiers. 

What about me, Louis the Great? ” Yves was challenging 
Basdevant boldly. 

“ Is he another? ” the sergeant demanded. “ Is he? ” 

Basdevant’s smile had evaporated. He looked again towards 
old Yves, still motionless, still watching. The silence in the 
room was like the deep vacuum before a typhoon. 

• “ Yes, I am,” young Yves answered. ** He would have told 
you if I hadn’t brought my friends along with me.” 

^ Basdevant took the sneer with the same fatalism he had 
already shown. His authority had gone, and he knew it. But 
he still felt he held the ace of spades : he was still on the 
winning side. 

It was at this moment that Hearne chose to pour himself a • 
drink. 

Put that bottle down,” commanded the German who was 
doing the talking. Hearne put the botde down just beside 
Myles’s hand, lying so negligently on. the bar. 

“ Put down that glass ! ” The German was losing all 
patience. 

“ Why? ” Hearne wasn’t even looking at the sergeant. 

“ At once ! Outside ! You and these four men. Outside. 
With your hands raised. Hands raised! ” 

Hearne took a step forward. Seven feet away, he calculated. 

” Let’s go,” he said. He threw the glass of spirits at the 
sergeant’s eyes, and dropped to the floor. Jules and his friend 
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had moved even as he threw. The Nazis’ necks were drawn 
back in a throttling elbow grip. The two shots echoed 
through the room. Townshend clutched his shoulder and 
swore earnestly in his light, thin voice. A Breton had fallen 
forward on a table. Two shots; that had been all. The 
revolvers clattered jarringly on the wooden floor. The two 
uniforms, once the Bretons’ arms had released them, folded 
heavily forward like two sacks of flour. Jules wiped his knife 
on his trousers and exchanged a small thin smile with the man 
beside him, who was cleaning his knife too. 

But Sam wasn’t watching Jules and his friend or the dead 
Germans in front of them. His eyes were on big Louis. 

Myles had caught up the bottle by its neck; one smash . 
against the counter’s edge, and it became a jagged threat. 
Hearne picked up a chair as he rose. They too were watching 
Basdevant. 

The Breton saw his only chance : it was speed. His only 
hope was to escape, to inform. Whirling on his heel, even as 
the Germans dropped, he had knifed the man who was still 
exchanging a smile with Jules. And, quick as Jules was, 
,big Louis was still quicker. He knocked Jules sideways and 
slashed him as he went down. He had reached the foot of the 
stone steps. 

“Throw a knife, some one! ” yelled the American, and 
flung the broken botde at Basdevant; it struck the back of his 
shoulder, but the gash didn’t stop him. 

Then Sam moved. The shouts of the Bretons were cut off 
short as they saw the red-haired man launch himself head first 
through the air. His outstretched arms encircled Basdevant’s 
legs, and the weight behind his dive knocked the Breton off 
his feet. He fell forward heavily, his head striking against the 
top stone step. Young Yves’s foot was grinding the wrist 
which held the knife. The shouts broke out once more as the 
mass of dark-haired men surged forward. 

Hearne had headed that rush. It was Sam he wanted. 
Myles, hobbling over to the milling group, cursing his feet, 
cursing everything and every one and his lack of a weapon, 
saw the two men suddenly being ejected out of the crowd like 
a football out of a scrum. He steadied them as they slipped on 
the blood on the floor, and pulled them back towards the 
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safety of the counter where the woman, large-eyed and tight- 
lipped, was standing. She was watching the men round the 
door. The glass, which she had been wiping on her apron as 
the Germans and Basdevant had entered the room, was still 
in her hand. 

‘‘ You were damned lucky to get out of that, if you ask 
me,” Myles began, and then a smile broke over his face as he 
looked at Sam. “ That was a lulu. Boy, that was a lulu.” 

“You blasted fool, hanging on like that,” said Hearne, 
regaining his breath. 

“ I was winded,” Sam said. All the sulkiness and anger 
had gone now. He was smiling to himself. “ All of eight 
feet that was, lad. A beezer.” 

Hearne relented. “ More like ten feet. It was a beezer all 
right. A bobby-dazzler and all, Sam.” 

“ The best yet, Sam.” It was Townshend, looking whiter 
and younger than ever. His right hand held his left shoulder j 
the fingers were red. 

Sam’s pleasure was gone, “ Hurt bad? ” 

“ I was lucky.” Townshend nodded to the table over which 
the Breton fisherman had sprawled. The man lay as he had 
fallen. Townshend looked round the room and shook his 
head incredulously. “ It was less than five minutes ago that 
the car arrived,” he said. 

The car, thought Hearne. He looked quickly at his watch. 
There was much to be done in the next fivfe minutes, too. The 
bodies, the cleaning up of this room, the car . . . yes, there 
was much to be done. 

“ Dead as mutton,” the American said suddenly. Like die 
woman, he had been watching the group round the door. 
“And some of the others seem to have been getting in the 
way.” 

The woman’s face relaxed. Hearne followed her glance 
towards the men who were now coming towards the bar. 
Jules was among them. His arm showed a long red cut where 
he had warded off Basdevant’s lunge. But he was safe. The 
woman finished wiping the glass which she held in her hand, 
and set it down slowly on the shelf behind her. When she 
turned round again, she could smile back to Jules. It was a 
pity, thought Hearne, that he slmuld have to mterfcrc at tb& 
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moment, but some one had to take charge. Old Yves and 
his men had kicked Basdevant’s body away from the door; 
some of them were already moving out into the street. 

Young Yves walked over quickly to Townshend. “ Come 
now — ^we are going.” 

“ At once? ” the American said blankly. 

‘‘ At once.” The boy pointed towards his father waiting at 
the door. 

“ Better take this chance,” advised Hearne. “ They’ll get 
you safely to their village, and it’s better for us all to leave here 
as quickly as possible. I’m leaving, too.” 

^‘It’s sort of sudden,” the American said awkwardly. 
Hearne handed him an envelope for an answer. 

“ Heavy,” Myles observed in surprise. 

“ All ready to sink, if need be. Take care of it. Remember 
everything I’ve told you ? ” 

Yes.” The American placed the envelope carefully into a 
deep pocket. I’ll keep one hand on it until I hand it over to 
Matthews. That right? ” 

Hearne nodded. For heaven’s sake, see you get it across.” 
He looked at Townshend and Sam. 

** We’ll get there,” said Townshend, and started to move 
towards the door. Old Yves watched them impassively. 

The American hesitated. “ Perhaps I’ll be seeing you some • 
day,” he said, so you may as well know my name. It isn’t 
Myles : that was just my subconscious coming out. I’ll explain 
it to you some day. I’m van Cortlandt, Henry van Cortlandt. 
We’ll get together some time, and you can tell me how this 
ends for you, and J can tell you how it all began for me last 
summer. Right? ” 

Hearne nodded. Van Cortlandt stepped carefully over the 
bodies. “What about these buzzards?” he said. “What 
about the car? ” 

“ We’ll take care of that.” 

“ I hate to go while the job’s half finished,” the American 
grumbled. Hearne gave him a grin and a wave of the hand. 

“ Hur^, you idiots,” he told the three loiterers. “ What do 
you think you’re doing? Sightseeing? ” 

“ Well, good-bye, and good luck,” Townshend said abruptly, 
making the decision for the other two. 
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They followed the Bretons into the street. Sam’s face turned 
to give a last enormous grin. He jerked his thumb up, 
and held it that way for a moment. And then they were 
gone. 

Hearne wished he could have gone too, could have seen 
them safely on to that boat to-night along with his precious 
envelope. But events had moved too quickly, and that always 
meant plans had to be scrapped and reshaped. 

He turned to Jules. “ First, we must get rid of these bodies. 
You can put them where they won’t be found } ” 

“When they are found, they will not be recognizable.” 
Jules’s voice was as business-like as Hearne’s. 

“ This place will have to be scoured : all traces of the fight 
must be removed. And no one must keep any of the Germans’ 
equipment. That might mean death for the village.” 

The woman, standing now beside Jules, nodded. “ I shall 
see to all that,” she said determinedly. “ We’ve had fights here 
before. I know what to do.” 

“ Then there is the man Corbeau.” 

“ He was probably left to sail back the boat safely from 
Saint-Malo. He will be late, he will be drinking. We know 
him.” 

“ You will take care of him, when he returns? ” 

Jules nodded. “ He isn’t one of us,” he said. 

“ I shall take the car and abandon it as far from here as 
possible. That will keep the village safe. You must look after 
the rest; you know what to do. And if the police come asking 
questions, then you will say that big Louis left to buy pro- 
visions this morning at Saint-Malo, that he hasn’t returned. 
That’s all you know.” He looked round the set faces. “ Is 
that clear? ” They nodded. Hearne realized that what he 
asked of them was something they considered not so very 
strange, something they could do much more efficiently than 
he could plan. There had been no fear in their eyes when he 
had spoken of police : they would take a pleasure in outwitting 
any policeman, and there would be all the more pleasure if he 
were German. 

“ You must act quickly,’-^ Hearne said, looking at the bodies. 

“ Some will clean this room. I shall go with Philippe, Jean- 
Marie, Henri, to set some nets.” As he mentioned their names 
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the men came forward. Jules nodded his head towards the 
bodies, and the men moved over to them. 

Jules went to the table where the Breton had been killed by 
the wild bullet. 

** It is sad about Robert,” he said, his tone altered. “ Robert 
was always friendly to big Louis.” 

Hearne looked again, and saw that Robert had been the man 
who had tried so hard for appeasement- “ Too bad,” Hearne 
said sadly, and shook his head slowly. The woman lowered 
her eyes so that he wouldn’t surprise the smile in them. The 
men went gravely on with their job. 

Hearne paused to pick up one of tlie revolvers. ** Til leave 
this with the car,” he said to the woman. But don’t let any- 
one here keep any souvenir.” 

“I understand,” she said, and turned to take the pail of 
water which one of the young boys had carried in. 

“ Good-bye,” Hearne said, and the Bretons nodded politely. 
It seemed as if they had forgotten he was even there. He 
moved towards the door. It was just as mad as that, he thought. 
You left a woman scrubbing blood from the floor, men moving 
four corpses into the back room, and you stepped into the 
street, and got into the car. You drove it straight ahead, so 
that the wheel-tracks would look as if they had passed right 
through the village. You saw two middle-aged, tight-lipped 
women at the door of a cottage; and they didn’t seem to notice 
you, just as they hadn’t seemed to notice the uproar in the pub 
this morning. Behind you was the Etoile d’Or, and floors 
being cleaned, and bodies being weighted for their last dive. 
It was all as mad and^as simple as that, he thought. 

He swung the car into a small road leading away from the 
river. Behind him Yves and his men would have almost 
reached their village. To-night a few fishing-boats would set 
sail and creep silently out into the estuary to reach the Channel. 
It would be pleasant to be in one of these boats : however great 
the danger, it would be pleasant. He discarded the thought of 
the English Channel abrupdy. He’d come to that in good time, 
unless he ended up against a stone wall But there was no use 
in thinking about that, either. The job, now, was to get to 
Mont Saint-Michel, to his friends Vlthtc and Duclos with his 
nice little wireless transmitter. 
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Strange how seeing men die so suddenly made you start 
thinking of death. Not the best frame of mind for the work 
on hand, he decided, and increased the speed of the car. A few 
more miles on these side-roads were all he could risk : as it 
was, he had already come farther than he had intended, but the 
farther he went the safer were Jules and his people. Van Cort- 
landt and he owed a lot to the woman’s courage and to Jules’s 
frankness. As the car swayed on the road’s hard stone surface 
he suddenly remembered Sam’s engine and the Pole who had 
driven it so dangerously. Perhaps it was the memory of Sam’s 
solid voice and equally solid face, or it might have been his 
idea of the Pole’s vocabulary when the engine halted so de- 
terminedly, but Hearne’s spirits rose. He would hear the end 
of that story yet, even if he had to scour all Yorkshire to get 
it. He stepped on the accelerator to pass a detachment of 
German soldiers, and jflipped his hand codfish-wise as he had 
seen it done from a high flag-covered platform in Niirnberg. 
The junior officer saluted back. Either the car had passed too 
quickly, or it was itself a guarantee of authenticity, for 
neither these soldiers nor any of the other detachments had 
challenged him. But of course all the French walked or 
bicycled these days, imless they were in the proud position of 
being trusted by the Germans. He had been taken for one of 
these, and he was allowed to pass with the usual German con- 
tempt for. an ally. An ally won sneers just as an enemy won 
relentless hate. The Germans alone were beyond sneers, and 
worthy of loVe. Hurrah for the master race, goose-stepping 
so neady-to the fulfilment of their conquering destiny. He 
pressed the horn viciously and watched a small column of 
soldiers scatter obediently to the side of the road. 

He curbed his enthusiasm for this kind of sport : he had had 
just about enough good luck for one day. He knew when to 
stop. But it was with regret that he abandoned the car, in the 
ditch running along a lonely stretch of winding road. It had 
been a pleasant journey, after all. 

There were no houses, no civilians, no soldiers in sight. 
Even the sky was clear of planes. This was the moment. He 
pulled the German’s revolver from his pocket and aimed for 
the petrol-tank carefully. Quickly he felt for his match-box. 
Four matches inside. Enough. He lit one carefully and held 
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it to the stalks of the others. As they sizzled like a fire- 
cracker and then flared into life he threw them at the grow- 
ing pool of petrol and ran as if the whole German army were 
at ms heels. He had reached the small road at the edge of the 
wood. Beyond it were fields and more twisting roads and a 
ditch whose long weeds hid the gun. Any curious people 
within these two square miles wouldn’t be interested in him : 
the car which had become a flaming torch would seem much 
more important. His run slackened to a walk. He was near 
the coast now. Ten more miles, perhaps even less, and he 
would be at the island of Mont Saint-Michel. 

He was still thinking of the last half-hour : it had been a 
pleasant journey, after all. 


CHAPTER XVIII St Michael’s Mountain 

T he road to Mont Saint-Michel was simple, for it stretched 
in a series of stra^ht lines over the flatness of the reclaimed 
sea land. But it was just this simplicity which added to the 
danger of the journey, which forced Hearne to follow the road 
itself and not trust himself to the emptiness of the miles of open 
grass and vegetable fields. Flat as a pancake, he said to himself 
in disgust, and there was just about as much cover as a fly 
would find in a stroll over a pancake. One thing he could be 
thankful for: he wasn’t the only person on this road. Here 
and there was a lonely figure trudging patiendy along with a 
heavy basket for company, or a small family group of fishers 
and oyster-gatherers. 

In front of him a woman thickly bundled in black petticoats 
had halted to rest. The little boy in his faded and patched 
blue dress waited patiently beside her. As Hearne drew level 
with them the woman lifted the basket slowly on to her back. 

Hearne slowed his pace. You’ve a heavy load there,” he 
said. 

The woman gave a final heave to the basket, settling it as 
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comfortably as it was possible between her shoulders. The 
black blouse was threadbare and sewn into a patchwork of 
mends. She was eyeing his dusty, crumpled clotiies, probably 
trying to place him within her limited knowledge of people. 
But at least he couldn’t have seemed dangerous, even if he was 
filthy, for she at last gave him an answer. 

“ Yes,” she said, and plodded on with the child half walking, 
half running at her side. He was a thin little thing, probably 
no more than five years old although he had the face of a 
child of ten. His closely cropped hair, as if shaved for scarlet 
fever, bristled thinly over the egg-shaped head and made his 
large, dark eyes larger, darker. 

“ I’ll take the basket,” Hearne said, ‘‘ and you can take the 
child. He looks tired.” 

The woman didn’t answer, but she had heard him, for she 
gave him a long sideways look and tightened her hold on the 
basket. 

“ I said rd carry the basket for you,” he tried again, and 
again there was silence. He was only frightening the woman 
into tight-lipped distrust. 

Hearne smiled. Well, I’ll carry the boy,” he said. The 
child would be lighter than the basket, but if the woman was 
afraid to trust him with the oysters, then that was her look-out. 

The child’s body stiffened as Hearne picked him up. And 
then, as he felt himself quite safe on this strange man’s back, 
with his two thin hands tightly clasped imder the funny man’s 
chin, with his bony little shanks held firmly by the big man’s 
arms, the rigor of his body disappeared. was spewing in 
his t^, hoarse voice after they had gone only twenty steps : he 
was saying, “ I’ve got a horse! Look, mamany I’ve a horse! ” 

The mother didn’t speak. Her mouth had tightened as if to 
say, “ Such like nonsense : teaching the boy bad habits, that’s 
what you are.” But their pace had noticeably quickened, and . 
she was pleased in spite of the will to be displeased. 

She asked at last, “ Where are you from.? ” 

“ Saint-Malo. And you? ” 

“ This side of Le Vivier.” The admission was made grudg- 
ingly, but after all, she had started the questioning. And an 
answer deserves an answer. 

“ Where are you going? ” she said after a pause, 
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“ Beyond the Mont. Where are you? ” 

“ The Mont.” 

Hcarne’s technique had the desired result. There were no 
more questions. What’s your business, were you fighting, are 
you married, what was your father, where were you born, how 
old are you, why are you going beyond the Mont — ^all these 
and more were stillborn on the woman’s tongue. 

“ It’s a long way for the boy to walk,” Hearne said at last, 
looking at the island of Mont Saint-Michel still three miles 
distant. 

‘‘ He is used to it.” The woman wasn’t being callous : it was 
the oilm statement of an economic fact. She had to make this 
journey to sell the oysters; and either there was no one with 
whom to leave the boy, or she preferred to have him beside her. 

We come twice a week,” the hoarse little voice announced 
from behind Hearne’s ear. i 

“ You’re a clever boy,*’ Hearne said. 

“ I can walk more than that.” 

Then you’re a very clever boy. What’s your name? ” 

“Michel.” 

That’s a good name.” Hearne turned to the woman, who 
was now listening with a half-smile. “ How is the price of 
oysters to-day? ” . 

“ Bad. But it keeps us alive.” And then, as if to explain 
why she had to provide for herself and the boy, she added 
quickly, “ My husband is in a prison camp. It will be easier 
when he comes home. He was coming home, and they caught 
' him. My brother was with him, but he got away then.” She 
was silent for a moment. “ Do you think they’ll let them come 
home soon? ” 

“ I hope so.” Hearne tried to make his voice confident. 

“ The war’s over,” the woman said, as if that were reason 
enough. “ The war’s over.” 

“ So they say,” Hearne said bitterly. 

She halted and put down the basket to rest. Michel slipped 
unwUlingly from Hearne’s back. “ So they say,” she echoed 
dully, and looked across the flat fields on their right. Hearne 
followed the direction of her eyes. 

“ Big guns,” Michel said. “ Big guns. They will go boom, 
boom. My uncle works there.” 
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The woman hushed the boy sharply, and then, as i£ afraid 
that this stranger would think she was related to a German, 
said quickly, “ That’^ my brother. He had no job, and they 
took him away to work for them. Him and the others who 
had just got back from the war. First, they took away his 
boat. Then they said he had no job. Then they took him to 
work for them,” 

And he’s there, digging? ” 

The woman didn’t answer, as if she were afraid of her 
information. She spoke angrily to the child. “ Stop kicking 
up that dust, Michel. Stop it at once, do you hear ? ” 

Michel heard. 

“ I suppose we are to be blind to what is going on around 
us,” Hearne said. At regular intervals along the flat fields, 
about a mile or so from this shore road, were clumps oFwhat 
seemed bushes or thick trees. He tried out his idea. “ What 
do they take us for, anyway? As if we didn’t know camou- 
flage when we saw it! ” 

The woman nodded, but said nothing, and bent to pick up 
the basket again. 

“ I can take^it this time,” Hearne said. Just for the last 
mile. I won’t bruise the oysters.” 

His attempt at a joke was rewarded with a smile, and 
Michel laughed so much at the silly man that he forgot his 
disappointment at losing his horse, until it was too late to com- 
plain. His mother and the man had already walked on. 

Hearne looked again towards the concealed gun emplace- 
ments. The row of scattered shrubbery stretched back for 
miles. “ Can’t see any men working,” he remarked. 

“ They are there all right. They are all screened from the 
road. Can you think of it? Such madness.” 

Skilful madness, thought Hearne, and thanked heaven that 
he had had sense enough to stick to the road. Cross-country 
would be impossible in this district. But in one way the 
woman was right: it was incredible to what lengths of 
ingenuity the Germans would go. Like that batch of specially 
circumcised, long-nosed Nazis which had been dumped across 
the Dutch borders as pitiful refugees, in the days before their 
comrades came over with flame-throwers and parachuting 
nuns. The gift to see ourselves as others see us was definitely 
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one which God had not included in the make-up of Nordic 
Aryans. 

They had passed other Bretons, walking on this road which 
skirted the bay of Mont Saint-Michel. But now they heard, 
and then saw a long column of motor-cyclists. They stood in 
the ditch until the speeding unit had swept contemptuously 
by. And then came half a dozen lorries, each filled with 
soldiers sitting proudly erect. Or perhaps they enjoyed that 
attitude, as mey pretended not to notice the French who 
plodded on foot or were driven into the ditches, who were 
smothered by the clouds of white dust which rose from the 
conquering chariot-wheels. 

The woman’s face was tight-lipped. Hearne spat the dust 
out of his mouth; and her eyes, as she watched the expression 
on his face, were suddenly friendly. They went on in silence. 
There was no need of words. The heart should have no wit- 
ness but itself. 

The road, as it neared the island in the bay, swerved farther 
inland. They left it, as it curved round to the right, and cut 
across the salt meadows instead, following a well-worn track 
which was obviously used by the fisher-people or those who 
looked after the sheep which scattered over these strange fields 
along the shore. The feeling of unreality grew as they neared 
the Mont Saint-Michel. There it was, rising, like a mystic 
mountaiii of medieval fantasy and delicacy, from the strength 
of the granite rocks which held it secure in the surrounding 
miles of golden quicksand. Now the tide was out, and the 
long, narrow causeway, which was the only connecting link 
between the continent of Europe and this island of tiered turrets 
and pinnacles, looked forlorn and purposeless. Hearne looked 
over his shoulder to reassure himself : he always felt the beauty 
of the island had to be diluted, to be swallowed with any con- 
viction. Behind him lay the seemingly unending road, with 
the flat grasslands mixea with bog; and the hum of bees; and 
the scattered sheep; and the occasional estaminet advising the 
passer-by, with a rain-swept girl’s smile on its gable-end, to 
drink more Cinzano; and the few indigent houses huddling 
together in stray groups. This part of me land was “ new,” 
and there were none of the solid, and yet romantic, old villages 
which covered the rest of the Breton coast. Here, it was as if 
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the shrinking houses knew how fragile their foundations were. 
For to the north of the road lay the sea and the flat shore of 
long green-grey grass, its colour sapped by the seeping of the 
tide as it surged hungrily towards the stolen land. Without 
the grey Germans, and their hidden guns and serf-labour toil- 
ing behind camouflaged screens, this would seem a fantastic 
place enough. With them, it was incredible. 

The track through the salt meadows turned away from the 
shore-line now, in its turn; but it was only to pass over a canal 
and through a small collection of houses commanding a long, 
straight avenue of trees which led directly on to die long, 
straight causeway. The woman halted, expecting Hearnc to 
put down the basket. 

“ This is my way and that is yours,” she said. 

Hearne hadn’t paused. He turned to the left into the 
straight avenue of trees, keeping to the left of the tramway- 
lines which had appeared with the canal. The woman and 
the child followed. 

I can carry it more quickly,” he said. “ Are you walking 
back home this afternoon ? ” 

The woman nodded. “ It will be easy with the basket 
empty.” 

‘‘ Don’t you find a better market in Saint-Malo? ” 

She shot a quick glance at him. “ You know the reason,” 
she said. “ You know what happened to the fish market 
there.” 


Yes,” said Hearne, and wished he did. Too many 
Germans, probably, with the usual story of forced sales at their 
price, and payment in occupation marks. 

Aren’t there Germans here? ” he asked, remembering the 
three soldiers in the village square which they had just left. 

“ They have a garrison. And there are tourists. I sell these 
oysters to a restaurant ; the owner’s wife is the cousin of my 
godson’s uncle.” 

Hearne tried to calculate, but gave it up. ‘‘ And they pay 
you a good price? ” he asked sympathetically. 


Fair.” 


“ They must make a lot of money from ,the tourists.” 

The woman gave a short laugh. “ Bad money. Tell me, 
how is it going to end? They pay money, these Germaps: 
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they don’t steal. But the money will mean nothing when they 
are gone. Why don’t they steal? It would be just the same.” 

“,But then mey couldn’t say they were being ‘ correct.’ ” 
The Teutonic genius for self-justification was obviously un- 
appreciated by this woman’s simple, direct mind. 

It would be just the same,” she repeated, stubbornly. 

And then, as they stepped on to me causeway, Michel 
pointed to the sand stretching on either side of them. 

“ My tmcle got drowned there,” he said proudly. 

“Quicksand?” said Hearne. Even men who knew their 
way about these sands made grim mistakes. 

“ Tide,” the woman answered placidly. “ It’s coming in 
now. Do you hear?” 

Hearne listened. His eyes followed her arm. He had seen 
the phenomenon before, but it slill made him hold his breath. 
From the distance came a low, continuous rumble, at first 
scarcely noticeable, and then surprisingly clear. The rumble 
became a growl, growing in intensity as the sea moved in over 
the flat six miles of empty sand. The growl became a tattoo 
of drums, a fanfare of trampets, and then the moving mass 
of water at last swept into sight. Its long line rushed smoothly 
towards the island ahead of them. It formed one stretch of 
wave, always about to break, and then rolling over to let 
another powerful sweep of water take its place, so that the line 
never seemed to halt. 

“ There are two men on the sand now ! ” Hearne exclaimed. 

“ German soldiers,” the woman said calmly, shading her 
eyes. “ Tourists. They see the priests and the fisherwomen 
on the sands, and they will have their try, too.” 

“ I wonder if they’ll make it? ” 

“ Sorpe don’t,” the woman said, almost hopefully. “ The 
path from the causeway to the front gate will be covered. We 
must hurry, too.” They quickened their pace. 

The two men were running hard, but the tide was moving 
still more quickly. Hearne watched the greedy surge of 
rapidly moving water gaining so inexorably, so triumphantly. 

“They are too near the walls. They’ll escape,” said the 
woman. She didn’t sound as if she were rejoicing. “ Unless 
they walk on the quicksand,” she added. “ Their boots are 
heavy for quicksand.” Both she and Michel were staring at 
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the running figures. Hearne averted his eyes : he looked at 
the maze of towers and turrets in front of them. From the 
highest spire soaring on the pinnacle 6 £ the rock which formed 
this island, the lacework of chapels and abbeys swirled down 
to the pointed roof-tops of the crowding houses, to the thick, 
turreted wall which encircled them all. There were soldiers 
on the wall, all looking towards the running men. Otherwise, 
it seemed an uninhabited medieval fortress. 

‘"While I am here I may as well visit my mother’s late 
cousin’s husband,” Hearne said. “We haven’t heard from 
him for the last two months.” 

The woman was scarcely listening. Her eyes were still on 
the two running men, as she pulled Michel quickly along the 
paved causeway. “ They will reach the wall. A boat will be 
sent round to get them off the rocks,” she said resignedly. 
And then, unexpectedly, “What’s his name.? ” 

“ Pl&ec.” ( 

“He keeps the restaurant next to my godson’s uncle’s 
cousin’s husband. It is a small restaurant.” Her pride in 
even remote family connexions asserted itself. 

“ Yes, I know. He is a poor business-man.” 

“ But it is good enough for him now. He doesn’t have so 
many of the Germans as customers. They like the bigger 
places,” 

They had reached the rampart and followed a wooden foot- 
path branching off the causeway. It led to a first gate, and 
then to a second. The two sentries stationed in the small court- 
yard between the two gates let them enter with no more than 
a cursory glance. That wasn’t so surprising, thought Hearne. 
With his face streaked with sweat and dust, his clothes mud- 
died and crumpled and torn, he would have passed for an 
oyster-gatherer. And the guards must know the woman and 
child by sight. It wasn’t so surprising — ^but even at this stage 
in his experience it amazed mm to find how unexpectedly 
simple it could all be. And the simplest things were often the 
most successful. He never could stop being amazed at that. 
It was too impudent, somehow. 

He bent his back^ lower as he climbed the steep cobbled 
street. It was only broad enough for four men to walk abreast. 
The shops and overhanging houses closed in on either side. 

M 
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Curios for sale, mementoes of St Michel, outmoded intima- 
tions of good things to eat, postcards, painted shells, religious 
relics, good-luck charms — all pathetic reminders of the Mont’s 
one-time summer trade. Behind him the tide had reached 
the walls, and the sea had become a cauldron of boiling 
water. 

The child trotted ahead. Perhaps he knew he would get 
some scraps to eat in that genealogical restaurant. Hearne 
was content to follow. Up the street they went, then suddenly 
they turned to the left, along a twisting alley which led them 
to the back courtyard. 

Hearne let the basket slide off his shoulders' and straightened 
himself, painfully. Houses all around them, two- and three- 
storeyed houses, so that they seemed to be in a maze of man- 
built canyons. He hesitated. Which side was Plfliec’s back 
entrance? Last time he could walk in at the front, but that 
had been almost two years ago. An army of doors and 
windows faced him. He wondered again just how many 
people could be crowded into this half of the small island. 
Certainly the inhabitants of Mont Saint-Michel had tried their 
best. 

** They seem empty,” he said, pointing to the windows. 

“ Many people have gone. Only a few remain.” 

“To feed and entertain the Germans? ” 

“Yes, these were allowed to stay. Pl^ec is there.” She 
pointed to a narrow door in a corner of the alley. 

“Thank you.” 

“ It is I who should thank you.” 

“ It was nothing.” 

She bowed and smiled gravely, with that dignity of the Celt 
which is so unexpected and yet so natural that you are sur- 
prised at your own surprise. She pulled the basket over the 
worn threshold, and smiled good-bye as she pulled. Michel 
was already inside. 

Hearne turned towards Plehec’s doorway. He entered 
quickly. Behind him the alley and the street outside were 
silent. The turbulent waves and jostling currents beyond the 
ramparts had suddenly eased into smoom noiaelessness. 

A man was sleeping beside the open hearth in the kitchen. 
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At each side of the fireplace there was a stone oven with a 
heavy iron door. From either oven-wall an iron rack stretched 
over the flames. Two brown earthenware pots had been 
placed in its centre to catch what heat there was in the low 
fire. Hearne advanced quietly over the stone-flagged floor, 
and passed the large white-scrubbed table with its few bowls 
of half-prepared vegetables. From here he could see through 
the half-open doorway into the front room. Checked table- 
cloths on small round tables, spindle-legged cane chairs. This 
was the place all right. He didn’t need to see the screened 
shop window with 03H3J1 crudely spaced on the glass. This 
was the same place. 

The small, round man in the high-backed wooden chair 
stirred; and said, without opening his eyes, “ Closed imtil six 
o’clock.” 

Hearne suddenly realized by his relief that he had been 
more worried than he had been willing to admit. He still felt 
sick, though, but that was probably hunger, after all. He 
wondered if Plehec’s skill with omelettes was s^l as unchanged 
as his slight Usp, and those two deep furrows between his 
heavy eyebrows. There was grey beginning to show now in 
the thick black hair growing in the peculiarly straight edge 
round the sallow face. Hearne remembered he used to wonder 
if Plehec shaved that hair-line. Then he noticed that the man’s 
right hand was resting inside his loose shirt. Hearne said 
quickly and softly in Ejiglish, Even for friends.? ” 

PlAec raised one eyelid slowly. The eye, small in the heavy 
folds of his face, seemed reassured, for his right arm relaxed 
and the other eye flickered open, too. Hearne waited patiently 
while Pl^ec identified him. Each minute was sixty hours. 
Either lack of food, or too little sleep, or the fact that he had 
been living in tension ever since he had left Saint-Dcodat, was 
beginning to tell. I can’t have changed as much as all this, 
he thought dully, and pulled a wooden chair in front of him. 
He sat down heavily, straddling it, with his arms and chin 
resting on the high back. 

“ It just needed that,” PlAec said as if to himself in his thin, 
light voice. When he was excited the lisp was more notice- 
able as he hurried his words. “ It just needed that ... the 
archaeologist who told stories.” 
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Not archaeologist,” Hearne found himself saying. “ Eth- 
nologist.” But what the hell did that matter now? Stories 
. . . had he ever told stories? They seemed as dim a memory 
as the ethnologist. 

Plfiicc nodded his head with surprising energy. “ Yes, you 
always made that distinction* July, wasn’t it? ” 

Hearne repressed a smile. The Frenchman knew quite well 
when he had last visited Mont Saint-Michel. 

October,” Hearne said gendy. October 1938.” 

And are you to be with us for another week this time? ” 
I leave to-night.” 

“ So?” 

So.” 

No archaeology this time? ” 

“ In a way. . . . How is Duclos? ” 

The Frenchman looked at the large nickel watch tucked into 
a pocket at the waist of his tight black trousers. He had lost 
weight already, Hearne noticed : he could slip the watch out 
ca^y now. Once Hearne had been amazed that anyone so 
solidly constructed round the waist-line should choose to keep 
^ watch just there. Plchec was speaking. “ It is now almost 
five o’clock. He will be sitting at the table in the corner, as 
usual, in just one hour and twenty minutes.” 

^ I must see him. You are sure he will be here? ” 

** Unless he has been arrested. And then it wouldn’t do you 
any good to see him.” Pl&ec was laughing. He noticed the 
look on Hearnc’s face and he became serious. Yes, I know; 
it’s a bad joke. But we must laugh at something these 
days.” 

*‘What I really need is something to eat,” Hearne said. 

That always improves my sense of humour.” 

‘‘ Of course. Of course. You must forgive my thought- 
lessness.” 

Plfliec rose, a short, round figure in tight black trousers and 
an open-necked white shirt. He picked up an apron from the 
chair, on which his black jacket and ready-made bow tie were 
neatly lying. “ Once,” he said, “ I should have thought it im- 
possible to make an omelette with two eggs. Now I can even 
do it with one, and I can see the day coming very quickly 
when I won’t be able to make any omelette, because there will 
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be no eggs. You would think the hens knew that there’s no 
use in laying, for a Boche will be there to catch the egg as it 
falls.” 

“ One egg will be enough for me,” Hearne suggested 
politely; but he was relieved to see Pl^hec shake his head at 
that and smile. 

“ And I can offer you some soup : thinner, to be sure, but 
still soup. And a slice of bread, and some cheese which I 
managed to hide in time. The coffee is unspeakable. I insult 
the word ‘ coffee ’ by using it to describe what we now drink. 
Our supplies here were requisitioned, and we have been most 
generously allowed to buy this.” He thumped the brown 
coffee-pot so heavily down on the wooden table that Hearne 
thought he had smashed it. FiltrSy^ Plehec added bitterly, 
and gave that short laugh of his. He suddenly halted, one 
hand holding the long twist of bread against. his chest, the 
other’s thumb ready to drive the sharply pointed knife into the 
loaf. ** How,” he said, suddenly halting and looking up at 
Hearne, “ how did you get here? ” 

Walked in.” 

Plehec sawed a slice off the loaf of bread and handed it over 
to Hearne on the point of the knife. “ Begin with that,” he 
said. “ Now when did you so calmly walk in ? ” There was 
a mixture of amusement and irony in his voice. 

“ About half-past four. When the two Jerries had to run 
from the tide.” 

** Then the others would be crowding cki to the wall at that 
side of the Mont, in order to see them. But the guards ? They 
didn’t stop you? ” 

’ “ I was carrying oysters. For a woman. She went next 
door, by the way.” 

“ Mathilde? ” 

I don’t know. Her little boy was called Michel.” 

“That was Mathilde.” Plehec paused, and traced an 
imaginary line with the knife on the table. He suddenly 
went to a small door in a corner of the kitchen, and called 
abruptly, “Etienne! ” 

A boy’s voice answered him; there was the sound of a creak- 
ing bed; arid then slow footsteps. 

“ Is it six already? ” the boy asked as he came into thp room. 
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He smoothed back his dark hair and yawned audibly. He 
scarcely paused to look at Hearne. Another? he said. 

But Plehec had his own question to ask. ‘‘ Mathilde usually 
leaves after five o’clock? ” 

“Mathilde? Oh, they try to get her away before supper 
begins.” 

“ See her. . . . Say I want to know if she can bring some 
extra oysters when she comes next week.” 

The boy nodded, and slipped out of the room as quiedy as 
he had entered it. He had an infinite capacity for not being 
surprised, it seemed. 

Plehec was silent as he handed Hearne a bowl of soup. 
Hearne took his cue, and didn’t speak. But now he was 
worried about Mathilde, too : he must have endangered her; 
there must be some regulations about which he knew nothing. 
He had finished the soup, and the omelette was rising. on the 
flat brown earthenware dish when he heard the footsteps on 
the stone-paved yard. Pl^ec folded the omelette quickly and 
slipped it hurriedly on to a plate. He was still holding the 
brown cooking-dish and the fork in his hands as he reached 
the door. He moved with surprising lightness and speed. 

“ Mathilde,” he greeted the woman standing outside, “ can 
you bring a few extra oysters for me when you come next 
time? What is the price now? ” 

Mathilde talked volubly and practically. The boy who was 
called Etienne had come back into the kitchen. He nodded 
to Hearne pleasantly, took an apron from a hook in the wall, 
and tied it round his waist. He picked up a bowl of green 
peas from a side table and began shelling them. Hearne began 
the omelette : PlQiec would never forgive him if he let the 
two eggs spoil. 

There was only a murmur of voices now from the doorway. 
Then suddenly Pl^ec’s voice was normal once more as he stipu- 
lated the price. The door closed. Mathilde^s footsteps faded. 

“ Well, how did you like it? ” Plehec asked. He was smiling 
again as he looked at Hearne’s empty plate. “ Once I should 
have thought it impossible to cook an omelette without one 
of my copper pans.” He pointed to the row of empty hooks 
above the fire-place. “ But of course you saw that? ” 

Hearne nodded. He hadn’t, but he now remembered that 
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the omelette had looked strange cooking slowly in the earthen- 
ware dish, and that its texture had been drier and spongier. 
“ It was excellent,” he said, and he meant it. * 

Plehec said, “ I’m afraid you must lose your jacket. Would 
you take it off? ” He handed it to Etienne. “ Wear this, and 
go with Mathilde as far as La Caserne. There you will go 
on towards Pontorson, while she will take her usual path home. 
Get rid of the jacket when it’s safe, and come back here. We’ll 
need you later.” 

Etienne grinned and took off his apron. The jacket fitted 
him loosely, but convincingly enough. 

‘‘Mathilde? ” Hearne asked quickly. 

Pl^hcc spoke without turning from the small curtained 
window looking out into the courtyard. It was so high that 
he was standing on tiptoe to bring his eyes above the level of 
the sill. “ She realizes that the son of my late wife’s cousin 
wants to stay longer with me, that it would be dangerous for 
him to stay without permission — and so Etienne will wear his 
jacket and carry the basket, and the guards will notice that 
a man who came in has gone out again. That’s all we have to 
worry about.” 

“And little Michel?” 

“ He doesn’t know Etieime. He will remember the strange 
jacket as much as the face.” Plehec was suddenly silent. His 
eyes were on the courtyard. Hearne thought he heard voices, 
and then footsteps. 

Plehec turned back into the room. “ Front door, Etienne. 
She’s just gone. Quick.” 

Etienne moved quickly and silendy. They didn’t even hear 
the door close. 

“ Well, that’s that. He’ll catch up with her on the Grande- 
Rue, and if Madame of the long tongue from next door was 
watching to see an3^hing she could sec — ^for her eyes are as 
sharp as her tongue is long — she will be disappointed.” 
Plehec, rubbed his hands with the pleasure of frustrating 
Madame, the cousin of Mathilde’s godson’s uncle. “Welh 
that’s that,” he said again, and pic&d up the apron which 
Etienne had thrown on the table. He handed it and the bowl 
of peas to Hearne, “ Something useful for you to do. Very 
useful, if anyone should come in.” 
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Hcarnc smiled and rolled up his sleeves : first oyster-gatherer, 
now pea-shellcr and potato-peeler. It was all in the day’s work. 

Piehcc carried two pails over to a small side table. ‘‘ You’ll 
find it easy enough,” he said consolingly. “ Our catering has 
become very simple. Just so many customers, just so much 
to eat for each customer, just so little to cook.” He picked up 
a fish out of one of the pails, and slapped it on to the small 
table. Slitting it carefully up its belly, he raked out its inside. 
There was a grim smile on his face. “ Do you know who I 
like to think this is? ” he asked suddenly, one hand ripping 
out the last piece of gut. 

Hearne n^ded. “ I can guess.” 

And there were those among us who would say, ‘ What are 
we %hting for? ’ The rich said ‘ War means revolution : we 
will lose our possessions ! ’ The workers said ‘ Patriotism is for 
the rich : war means we will lose our new privileges! ’ Well, 
they know now : they got their peace, and they’ve lok every- 
thing, * What are we fitting for?’ Bahl ” He chose 
anodier fish, and beheaded it neatly with one blow of the 
knife. ‘‘ That,” he said, for all traitors who think of their 
own private interests first. And this ” — ^hc selected another 
fish — “ this for the politicians who play with their country’s 

enemies for the sake of power; and ” He halted as he saw 

Hearne’s expression. 

“ Don’t worry, my friend,” he said. This is a little luxury 
which I permit myself each evening. This is not rationed. 
The choice is either thoughts such as these, or a chloroformed 
sleep. I prefer to keep awake.” 

Hearne nodded sympathetically, and finished the shelling of 
the peas. They were pitiably few. 

How many customers? ” he asked. 

‘‘Exaedy seven. Duclos and Gouret from the Museum; 
Guchenneuc, Brault, and Boulleaux, the guides to the Abbey; 
old Dr Fuzet and Picquart the notary. Yes, exactly seven. 
But it simplifies things for me. It gives me a lot of free time 
for more urgent business.” 

** Can you trust them? ” 

The customers ? But of course . . He smiled enigmati- 
cally. “ They come to eat here, and talk, and get through one 
more evening.” 
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** What about meeting Duclos? ” 

I shall forget to lay a glass before him, and the way to the 
lavatory is through here.*’ He pointed to the door through 
which Etienne had first emerged. Hearne was satisfied, and 
nodded. He mentally blessed the peculiarities of the ancient 
plumbing on the Mont Saint-Michel. 

A cool draught swept into the kitchen from the restaurant. 
The front door was open. There were voices. 

Plehec hurriedly wiped his hands. “ Put these in the pail : 
to-morrow’s lunch,” he said, nodding towards the fish-guts on 
the table; then clipped the bow tie round his neck, before pick- 
ing up the glazed black jacket. He reached for a white linen 
cap, and, with a smile, placed it on Hearne’s head. He was 
still smiling as he closed the door leading into the restaurant 
behind him. 

Hearne settled the cap more securely on his head. Well, he 
thought, and took a deep breath. Well, here he was, in a half- 
lighted eighteenth-century kitchen, clearing fish-guts carefully 
into a pail. Here he was, with a cap a foot high on his head, 
waiting for a white-haired archaeologist to pass through to the 
lavatory. In his pocket was that folded wad of paper with its 
neatly coded phrases. To-night Duclos would send them out 
into the air. 

He wiped his hands on his apron, tilted the starched cap 
securely over erne eye, and casually turned his back to the 
restaurant door as it was swung open. It was Plehec. He 
bustled ovei with quick, short steps to the soup-pot hanging 
above the drift-wood fire. 

I gave him the sign,” he said in a voice so low that it was 
almost drowned in the ladle of soup which he held to his lips. 
He nodded his head as if satisfied. The lines at the side of his 
mouth had deepened : there was perspiration on his brow and 
upper lip. He worries more than I do, thought Hearne : he’s 
worried and he’s nervous. Hearne looked at the anxious brown 
eyes. “ Two lousy Boches just arrived,” Plehec muttered; and 
then, as he handed the ladle to Hearne, he added, in an 
attempt at a normal voice, “ It is as good as it ever will be. 
Three platefuls, Etienne. Two small ladles and no more for 
each person.” 

The door opened again. Hearne’s hand tightened t)n the ladle. 
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Plehcc spoke hurriedly. Ah, Dr Fuzet. I am just about to 
bring the soup.” 

An old voice said, as though from a great distance, Good.” 
Old feet shufSed across the stone floor behind Hearne. He 
measured the two small ladlefuls of soup carefully into the 
plate, and handed it to Pl&ec. Two more plates to be filled, 
and then the tired tcet shuffled back across the kitchen floor. 
Plehec followed them into the restaurant. The door swung 
open once more. Hearne slipped his hands into his pockets. I 
am near enough to the fire to drop the wad of paper into the 
flames, he thought. But the footsteps were light, and the hand 
which touched his elbow was friendly. The white-haired man 
with the sallow skin scarcely flickered his drooping eyelids as 
Hearne turned to face him. Like Pl^ec, he had aged. Like 
Plehec, the fines in his face were more finely drawn, and the 
shadows under the half-veiled eyes were deeper. As he recog- 
nized the Englishman his smile changed from politeness to 
pleasure. But he said nothing. 

He pointed. Hearne followed him silently into Etienne’s 
room. 


CHAPTER XIX Contact 

I T was a dark little room, lighted only by one high, narrow 
window. 

Duclos gripped Hearnc’s hand. 

“ It’s good to see you, my friend,” he said simply, and then 
suddenly put both arms round Hearne’s shoulders; and their 
checks touched for a moment. Hearne was silent, but he 
clapped Duclos’ arm. It was good to see him. 

** Well,” Duclos said, “ we must be quick. Two Germans 
in the front rooni. And we’ve been watched for the last two 
days. You want me to send a message? ” He was imladng 
his boot as he spoke. 

“Yes,” said Hearne, and handed the wad of paper to 
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Duclos. It was a duplicate o£ the paper he had given Myles — 
no, van Cortlandt. His observations and notes, and the list of 
names and other details of Elise’s organization. The French- 
man took it silently and slid it into the sole of his sock. He 
pulled on his boot again and laced it methodically. 

“ First of all,’’ said Hearne, zero date is August the 
fifteenth. August the fifteenth. Then tell them that a fishing- 
boat must be met off Penzance to-morrow at simset. Penzance. 
To-morrow at sunset. American on board has vital informa- 
tion. Got it.?” 

Duclos finished tying a loose knot. “ Fishing-boat.{ Pen- 
zance. To-morrow at sunset. American,” he repeated. 

“ Then, after that, send the message I’ve given you, if you 
have time.” 

Duclos smiled at the last phrase. “ If I am not interrupted, 
you mean,” he said calmly. “ First, August'the fifteenth; then 
the fishing-boat; then your information. And then? ” 

You’ve reported about the gun emplacements along the 
coast? ” 

“ I’ve only heard vaguely about them. We aren’t allowed 
to move about freely, you know.” 

Who’s covering this territory? ” Hearne was half incredu- 
lous, half angry, 

Dmiwoodie was. Haven’t heard from him for two weeks. 
I fear-^ ” 

“ Jimmy Dunwoodie? ” 

Duclos nodded sympathetically. Hearne paused. Jimmy 
Dunwoodie. Another good man . no time for thoughts. 
He shook himself free from them. 

“ Well, then, fourthly, if you still have time : guns are being 
mounted along this coast, between Le Vivier and Pontorson, 
about two miles from the sea. Possibly to guard aerodromes, 
which are also under construction.” -Must be for the aero- 
dromes, he thought. Large batteries would be pointless here. 
This part of the French coast was about a hundred and fifty 
miles from Southampton. Big guns, Michel had said. But 
all guns seemed big to a child. “ Further information regards 
ing aerodromes will follow,” he ended. 

Duclos repeated the sentences in his low, calm voice. 

That’s all,” said» Hearne. He looked at the Frenchm?m. 
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“ Au revoir.’’ And for Code's sake take care of yourself, he 
added in his heart. 

Au revoir.'’ 

To-night the customary phrase had a literal meaning which 
lifted it out of its usual off-hand triteness. They meant it, 
both of them. 

Duclos had gone back to the dining-room and his meagre 
supper. Hearne picked up the cook’s cap which had fallen 
from his head, and slipped back into the kitchen. Duclos 
would finish his dinner imhurriedly, as if he had all the time 
in the world; and after making nis quiet good-night to the 
others he would walk slowly up the hill in the gathering 
dusk. He would pause, perhaps for the view, and certainly 
for breath, on each stone platform as the street became a series 
of steep, twi^g steps; and at last he would reach his narrow 
little house and its quiet garden under the walls of the tower- 
ing Abbey. There he would setde in the high-ccilinged room 
at his book-littered desk. And there he would work until the 
dusk had become night, until it was safe for him to move 
quickly and silendy duough the garden, through a door 
hidden under climbing roses, into the thickiiess of the garden 
wall — ^and then into the base of the Abbey wall itself. The 
medieval mind which had designed that passage had no doubt 
pleasanter purposes in view : but now, six hundred years later, 
medieval ingenuity and secrecy had perhaps their greatest 
success. 

Hcame stood watching the peas swirling in the boiling pot 
on the iron rack. The acrid smell of vinegar came from the 
flat dish beside it, where the fish were steaming placidly. Oil 
must be scarce, he thought : too scarce for fish. He looked at 
the pail of fish offal. To-morrow’s lunch . . . We’ll never 
know the half of it, he thought : those of us who live through 
this war in safety will never know the half of it. Even if we 
can imagine all die stark bloodshed which peace-time prophets 
foretold, we shall never guess about the little things, the little 
things which add up to a horror of their own. 

He looked impatiendy at his watch. In four hours, perhaps 
even three, Duclos would send that message. He remembered 
his last visit here, when Duclos had led him one night into 
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the dark, narrow passage within the walls. Then it had been 
a kind of joke, a strange and rather mad kind of joke. But 
he also remembered the awe which had silenced his amuse- 
ment when they at last emerged from that dark jburney and 
found themselves inside the Abbey. They were standing in 
the shadows of a narrow, half-ruined courtyard. Above them, 
soaring into the night’s soft moonlight, were the delicate spires 
of chapels, the crenelated edge of terraces and twisting flights 
of stairs, the crowding walls of mounting churches and Gothic 
towers. They seemed to stretch up the steepness of the rock 
as if to reach heaven itself. It had been a subdued and silent 
Hearne who had followed Duclos into recently restored 
cloisters, and from there into a decrepit passage leading down 
into the depths of the Abbey’s foundations. Above their 
heads men had once prayed and sung, had feasted and fasted, 
had fought and lived. But down here, where Duclos was now 
leading him (with a torch to light up the blocks of stone in 
their way), men had welcomed dea& to release them from 
their tortures, men had gone mad in hidden dungeons, men 
had been entombed alive in oubliettes. It was one of these, a 
hole in the wall where men could be forgotten by their 
enemies, that Duclos had discovered in the course of his 
excavations. 

Plfliec bustled in and out of the kitchen. There was the 
clatter of plates. Hearne still stood in front of the fire — as 
if, there in . the flames, he could see Duclos making his way, so 
carefully and quietly to the secret oubliette. There had been 
two iron rings in the wall, at shoulder-height. Beneath them 
lay a small heap of dust and fraginents of bone. After the 
flesh had rotted away the skeleton’s wrists had slipped free 
from the iron manacles. Death had given a double release. 
Hearne wondered whether Duclos had buried them when he 
set up the transmitter that he had smuggled there, piece by 
piece. Or had he left them to remind himself that others had 
died for their beliefs — as a savage warning against c^less- 
ness? That would be like Duclos, strange mixture of idealism 
and practicality. 

The door of the dining-room opened. The firm, hard.^ep 
on the stone floor gave warning. Hearne carefully stirred the 
soup, all his attention fixed on the hanging iron pot. Lights 
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hurried footsteps followed. Thank heaven, Plehec was watch- 
ful. 

Where is it?’’ It was a voice used to command and 
demand. 

“Through there/’ answered P16hec. The confident foot- 
steps resumed their march. A door banged. Plehec began 
arranging some food on the two plates which he had placed 
on the table. 

“ Less for us all to-night/’ he grumbled under his breath. 
He was gnidgingly doubling the quantities on the Germa'ns’ 
plates. “Same price, double helpings! ” The curses which 
moved on his lips were as’ blistering as they were silent. 

The door crashed once more : again the steps rang on the 
floor. 

“ Shch filth,” said the German, with characteristic tact. He 
paused in his stride. “ How long must we wait for the food? ” 

“ Coming. This instant,” said Plehec. 

The footsteps passed into the restaurant. Plehec finished 
arranging the fish and peas on the plates. Then he spat on the 
fish, and smeared them carefully with his thumb. “ Garni! ” 
he said, grimly, and carried the plates into the restaurant. 

Hcarne, concentrating on the soup as if he were preparing 
the most dijEHcult souffl^ could hear only the voices of the 
two Germans. The Frenchmen were sitting in complete 
silence. “How long must we wait for the food? ” There 
was something familiar in that voice. Or perhaps every Ger- 
man talked French with that accent. “ How long must we 
wait for the food? ” 

Hearne took off the cook’s cap and walked silently to the 
screened restaurant door. By standing at the side of it and 
gently moving the pleated curtain half an inch, he could see 
well enough into the front room. The two Germans were 
at a table near the window. One was a dark-haired young 
man with a high, thin nose and tight eyes. He wore a uniform, 
but he wasn’t a soldier. The other man had his back half 
turned to Hearne. Tall; powerfully built. An officer. For 
an instant his head turned to watch the silent Frenchmen. 
For an instant Hearne could clearly see the even features, the 
colourless face, the smoothly brushed fair hair. He remem- 
bered the Huttcring white curtains in Madame Corlay’s room, 
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the immovable soldier at the door, the young captain who 
hadn’t enjoyed his visit. The ditch-digger . . . that was it! 
Deichgraber. If it wasn’t Deichgraber, then uniformity was 
still on the increase in Germany. Deichgraber . ^ . what the 
hell was he doing here, anyhow? 

Hearne moved quickly back to the table and began shifting 
some plates about. Plehec returned, fussed about the pots and 
the table, and then he was back in the restaurant once more. 
So it went on for half an hour, and by that time the seven 
customers had all arrived and been served. By that time the 
Germans had finished their meal and left. 

“ They’ve gone next door. They’ll get wine and music 
there. They didn’t think much of this place,” Pl&ec said 
when he returned with the news of their departure. 

Hearne sat down on the nearest chair. He was tired and 
hot; his worry over Deichgraber wouldn’t go away. It cut 
through his head like a saw. “ Any guess ? ” he asked P16hec. 

Why they were here? Oh, just the usual: they come to 
look us over about once every week.” 

“ You know them by sight? ” 

“ No; these were new ones. Picquart says they arrived yes- 
terday evening. You’d enjoy Picquart, by the way. Pity you 
can’t meet him this time. He sits at his window next the Hotel 
Poulard and watches the visitors in its garden. We have many 
visitors, you understand. We are now a Boche playgrouna. 
Sometimes it is interesting. When Reichsmarschall Elephant- 
iasis was here, for example. Unfortunately, the little bomb 
was not expert enough : it didn’t go off. But the Rdchs- 
marschall left at once, and two men who had nothing to do 
with it were executed. That depressed Picquart. StiU — ^it is 
war.” Plehec hunched his shoulders, and cut himself a slice 
of bread, and poured himself the last cup in the coffee-pot. 
“ It’s war. Those who can help must keep alive, even if 
others arc killed. Only those who try to help arc any good 
to France. The others arc bilge-water, not even ballast.” 

” Does Picquart know the names of the visitors? ” 

Plehec, his mouth full at bread and the remains of some 
fish, nodded. 

** I’m interested in the names of these two men.” 

Plehec rose and wiped his mouth on a corner of his apron. 
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“ Must see if Picquart needs some more water to drink.” He 
disappeared through the screened doorway. 

He came back soon, licking his lips like a cat. Evidently 
Picquart’s system did work well. “The dark one is secret 
police. Hans Ehrlich. The other is a captain, Joachim 
Deichgraber. Both arrived last night by car — with a lady. A 
Fraulein Lange. You look surprised? I assure you that we 
have our feminine visitors too. That is quite usual.” 

Hearne wasn’t listening. Hans Ehrlich . . . secret police 
. . . Hans Ehrlich along with Captain Deichgraber, whom he 
had seen only a few <|ays ago in Saint-Deodat. Hans . . . 
Hans ... It couldn’t be. He was just at the stage of imagin- 
ing things, of inventing suspicions. 

“What’s the woman like? ” he said suddenly. 

“ Young and beautiful. They always are.” 

“ Red hair? Dark red — almost brown ? ” Like the glint of 
autumn leaves in the evening sun, he thought bitterly. He was 
being a complete fool : the girl was haunting him. 

“ Is it important? ” asked Plfliec. 

Hearne r^ected for a moment. “ No,” he said; and then, 
“Yesl” 

Pl&ec looked at him curiously and once more pulled him- 
self out of his chair. 

He came back into the kitchen, carrying some dirty plates. 
“ Red hair,” he said. 

Deichgraber — Saint-Deodat — Hans — ^Elise. Hearne’s in- 
tuition had completed the circle before his mind had dared. 
“ FrMein Lange,” he said aloud. Could that possibly be her 
second name? Lang-e. Two syllables. And then it dawned on 
him. “ Mademoiselle Lange.” This time he gave the French 
pronunciation, making it one syllable. It sounded convincing. 

Plflicc finished lighting the second candle before he looked 
up. “ What docs it matter? ” 

“ A lot. If she is the girl I think she is, then she and the 
dark-haired Hans are responsible for counter-espionage in this 
district” 

Pl^hec had closed the shutter over the small window. 
“ So? ” he said slowly. His eyes moved quickly towards the 
back entrance to the kitchen. His attention was divided : he 
was listening. 
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Hcarnc said, “ They may be here for a short holidays or they 
may be here to mvestigate. There is plenty to investigate.” 
He thought of Duclos and Picquart, the notary; and Vlchtc 
himself. The Frenchman read his thoughts. 

“Others too,” he remarked. “Guehenneuc has a small 
printing press. He prints sheets, and then Boullpaux smuggles 
them out into the mainland. Such things as the truth about 
Dunkirk, and about Oran. But it would be difficult to guess 
they came from here. And Dr Fuzet ’’ 

“ So all your customers are in it together? ” 

“ They don’t know that.” 

“ But you do? ” Hearne grinned at the litdc fat man in 
front of him. So here was the real centre of all this resistance. 
Plehec had understood him. He said simply, “They don’t 
know that, either.” Again he listened, his eyes slanted towards 
the back door. The moisture on his pale face gleamed in the 
light of the candles. His face seemecl whiter, his hair darker. 
“Etienne,” he said. 

Jt was Etienne. He locked the door carefully behind him. 
He no longer wore Corky’s jacket. 

Pldbiec spoke again. “I’ve kept you some food.” He 
turned to Hearne. “And you should eat some more, too. 
There’s litde to offer you but scraps. But even the best people 
are eating pot scrapings these days.” He and Etienne sat down 
at the wooden table with its cluttar of dirty plates and emptied 
pots. The two plates which the Germans had used were 
noticeahle; they contained food. Plehec emptied their 
leavings into the fire-place. “ It would poison even the pigs,” 
he said scornfully. 

In the front room, French voices were again talking with 
their quick, staccato accents. There was silence in the court- 
yard outside the shuttered window. The rejected food hissed 
and spluttered in the dying fire. 


N 
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CHAFTER XX Quicksand 

I F he were to be killed, thought Hearne, then he couldn’t 
have chosen a more beautiful place to end this life. It would 
be almost worth dying to draw a last breath of this silvered ah;; 
to see, as his final glimpse of this world, the fragile spires and 
curving walls etched against the dark blue sky. The moon was 
crescent; the stars shone all the brighter for its half-light. Any 
other, visual memories would be bathos after this : this was the 
ultimate perfection. From behind the shower of stars there 
should have come the soaring of pure voices in Debussy’s 
Sirines, That would have the magic of this picture. Thoughts 
of death and sirens and glamourie. . . . Hearne sjmiled to him- 
self as he stretched his body tightly into the shadow^TTf a house 
wall, and waited for Etienne’s touch pn his arm to move on 
again. Thoughts of death and sirens .... he must be pure 
Celt, after all. This proved it. Only the Celts had tiiought of 
this island as the Mountain of the Tomb. 

But he v^^ouldn’t die to-night: npt here. That, Hearne sud- 
denly* knew. If you were willing to die, then you didn’t. 
Death liked to snatch you when a hundred reasons pressed on 
your mind why. you must live. He glanced at the thiii, serious 
-face the boy who touched his arm so lightly, who now 
walked so quietly beside him, matching cautious footsteps to 
his. The boy felt that look, but he still said nothing. . Only 
when assured German footsteps sounded on the stone of the 
street and its steps would he halt Hearne with his calm grip, 
guide him unhurriedly and cleverly into deeper shadows, into 
the labyrinth of passages and alley-ways which criss-crossed the 
Grande-Rue. 

They had already passed the parish church and the gardens 
of the fourteenth-century houses beyond it. Above the^pi, to 
their left, towered the walls rising from the central peak of 
the island to guard all the spires and chapels which formed 
the Abbey. Down to the right would be the ramparts along 
the sea edge. They were walking northward on the east side 
of the island, moving farther and farther away from lite gate- 
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way by which Hearnc had entered the Mont that afternoon. 
And it was the only entrance and exit. But Etienne must 
know another way: he was travelling too confidently and 
easily. Again they halted in the black shadows of the high 
crowding houses. This would be the fifth time they had taken 
cover. 

Two figures stood on the terrace of the street. They were 
looking down towards the ramparts and the sea on the east 
side of the island. The one nearer Hearne was the dark 
German who had visited Place’s this evening. And then the 
figures moved, turned to walk down the short flight of stairs 
to a new level of the street, and Hearne saw them both clearly. 
They were walking towards him, a man and a woman. Hans 
Ehrlich and a woman with a grey cloak thrown round her 
shoulders. As they crossed a band of soft moonlight, flooding 
a short stretch of the roadway where the house walls were 
lower, the woman’s hair caught the faint rays and hekT them 
prisoner for a moment. Hearne couldn’t even feel himself 
breathing. His arm, resting under Etienne’s gentle grip, 
tightened. The boy felt, rather than saw, the direction or his 
eyes, for the darkness of the empty house, against which they 
sheltered^ was as deep as the plunge of the Abbey wall down 
into the streets Together, they watched Elise pass. Elisc, or 
could it have been Lisa when necessary.? Elisc Lange : Lisa 
Lange. One soft and sibilant: the other, flan^and two- 
syllabled and clean The French and the German of it, ^s it 
were. Paris, 'ihc had s^id, Paris/ . . so riie couldn’t eve^i 
trust her Corlay, ' She probably trus^ted no one except herself. 
Evch Hans would find he had known little of Elisc when she 
found a Gatdeitcr of a bigger province. 

They had passed. The perfume, which Hearne had noticed 
on the evening Elisc had first appeared before him, stilf clung 
to the air. 

^Etienne shivered, as if he were awakening from sleep. 
Hearne whispered Gestapo I and this time it was the boy’s 
arm which tightened. And then they were moving along me 
narrow alley which skirted the open stairs of the street, moving 
towards the town ramparts where they joined the Abbey walls. 

For a moment Hearne wondered if Etienne intended to scale 
the steps to the top of the rampart and climb down its'north 
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face. But that seemed madness, for there must be patrols on 
top. And then, as the boy pulled him under the shadow of the 
rampart's tower, he suddenly knew that the boy would never 
have entertained such a dangerous idea. They remained 
motionless there for two minutes — time enough for Hearne to 
feel foolish at the way he had underestimated the boy. Strange, 
what wild ideas came to you when you found yourself out 
of your own particular field, as if you instinctively feared 
others^ judgments. Hearne stopped worrying, and decided to 
let Etienne do the thinking. The boy knew his way about these 
walls and ruins. He had played there as a child, and now he 
was using his play to outwit those who had invaded his home. 
When Etienne touched his arm again, Hearne moved quickly 
and obediently. 

He could feel Etienne leaning his weight against a part of 
the wall, Hearne heard the strained breathing, saw the droop 
of the boy's head between his shoulders as he pushed with the 
side of his body. A panel of stones, narrow and low, opened 
as suddenly as a fissure in quake-racked eartjh, opened only 
enough to let them slide through. Again Hearne felt, rather 
than saw, that Etienne was leaning his thin body against the 
cemented rocks, and then tiicy were shut into the darkness 
which lay inside the hollow of the ramparts. Etienne's torch 
flickered and then held its beam steadily as it swept over the 
wall six paces in front of them. High above thdr heads was 
the rajhpart walk with its guard-houses. Outside, up there, 
die Abb^ soldiers had once patrolled; and later, tourists had 
walked i and exclaimed; and now , soldiers had come back, 
soldiers with green-grey coats and streamlined helmets. 

Etienne’s torch piehed out the stones he had been seeking. 
They were easy to find, for they were not the depth of the 
rest of the wall, and they formed a deep alcove or recess in the 
tremendous thickness of stone which supported the rampart 
walk. Hearne, looking quickly over his shoulder, noticed that 
behind them was a similar recess through which they had 
entered. Jt seemed as jf there might have been a small gate- 
way through the ramparts at this point once; as if it had been 
blocked up, but not with the same thickness as the walls them- 
selves. Etienne was advancing over the thick white dust on 
the ground, the round circle of light from his torch growing 
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larger as lie neared tiie stones on which it was aimed- He 
beckoned Hearne to follow closely, and placed his shoulder 
against the stones as he gave his first word and smile. 
“ Swivel,” he explained politely, and then ’ the torch was 
switched oS and Acre was no smile to ^ee, only the darkness. 
And there was only a feeling of effort as the thin body strained; 
There was only the dead smell of forgotten space, and the 
sound of a stone as Etienne’s foot slipped gratingly. And then 
the narrow slab of rock moved slowly aside. The cool, clean 
breeze from the sea ended the feeling of suffocation. In front 
of them was a panel of night sky, and the gende movement of 
small trees swaying like black-shawled women at a funeral. 
Etienne knocked Hearne’s arm impatiently. They stepped 
over the rough threshold of stone on to firm earth, where the 
dust had been moulded by rain and wind into something solid 
and clean. 

Hearne took a deep breath. They were outside the ramp'arts. 
For the second time that night he was thankful for the medieval 
mind and its love of mysteries. Perhaps it had been the repres- 
sion of the Middle Ages, its secret opposition to authority, 
which had created these. ingenuities. 

Etienne led a careful way through the wooded grove, sloping 
inevitably towards the sea. Judging by the stars, they were 
curving round to the west as they approached the north shore 
of the island. Hearne tried to recapture a visual image of the 
map of Mont Saint-Midiel. As far as he remembered, the 
southern half of the island conned o£ the houses and shops 
and wasfguarded by the ramparts rising from the rocky shore. 
In the centre of the island were the spiralling buildings which 
fcMrmcd the Abbey, enclosed by steep walls of their own. ‘ 
And these walls joined the rampar® of the little town, so that 
the Abbey and its walls formed its northern boundary. Be- 
yond the Abbey, towards the norih shore, were only small 
trees and shrub falling away to the sea, where the precipices^ 
and rocks of the island met the treacherous sands. Small 
wonder that for seven hundred years no invaders had ever 
captured this island. No invaders . . . Hearne thought of the 
silent, darkened houses behind the ramparts, of the Germans 
taking dieir evening stroll while the half-fed Frenchmen were 
locked indoors. Only invaders, he qualified, who had been 
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handed the keys of the fortress on a silver platter- That was 
why Pl^ehcc’s hate had only been equalled by Ids bitterness; 
that was why this boy of sixteen had the eyes and mouth of a 
man of forty. 

Etienne spoke in a whisper. ‘‘ ^oon we shall strike the path 
of steps from the Abbey’s north wall. They will lead us to 
St Aubert’s spring at the edge of the shore. There is an 
easy way there of getting on to the sand. The rest of the shore 
is too steep and dangerous.” Hearne nodded, and concentrated 
on following. The ground was difficult, but if any sentry 
was looking down from the heights of iht deserted Abbey 
the shadows of the trees and bushes would camouflage their 
progress. It was with considerable relief that he at last saw the 
stone staircase. Follow that, and they would reach the shore. 

But Etienne had no intention of doing anything as simple 
as walking down the steps carved out of the rock. He used 
them only for direction, it seemed. And then Hearne had to 
admit to himself that the ground was easier, too, at this part. 
By following the staircase Etienne was saving- them a good 
of effort. That was something to be thankful for, any- 
way. It was then that they heard the footsteps. 

' Etienne grasped Hearnc’s arm as he halted, and pulled him 
under the cover of a bush. They lay still, their ears straining 
for every sound. Yes, it was footsteps all right, Hearne de- 
cided. Two people. Not guards or sentries : the pace was too 
broken, too leisurely. Two men talking., Germans, of course; 
and Germans with special privileges, too, to be walking through 
the Abbey groves at this hour. For no one lived within die 
Abbey : it was onjy a museum and showpiece, closing its gates 
to ordinary mortals each evening. Hearne waited, wondering. 

At last the two men came into view : first, their heads; and 
then their uniforms, as they slowly climbed the stairs back to 
the Abbey. Two .oifficers, Hearne could see, but that was as 
far as he could identify them at this distance with the tree 
shadows blotting out the steps as they did. 

A high-pitched voice was saying *‘ . . . fantastic, Pity you 
couldn’t have been here when the moon is full and the tide is 
phenomenal.” 

“ I can ima^nc it.” This voice was polite, but assured. 
Hearne’s eyes narrowed. 
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The Reichsmarschall himself would like to take the whcde 
place and set it up on the Rhine.” 

‘‘Not on his estate? ” The sarcasm in the second voice 
ended in a laugh. 

The high voice laughed, too, and turned the conversation. - 
“ Interesting what you’ve been telling me, but I assure you this 
place is as dead as its buildings. Have you seen its inmates? 
They are part of the Musefum! Your — your friends have 
brought you on a hopeless hunt: there’s no game here for 
them. I’ve seen to that already. How long are you staying? ” 

“ Until to-morrow. I must be back then.” 

The men were almost level with Hearne now. His guess 
about the second voice had been right. It was Deichgraber, 
himself. The high voice belonged to an older man, a major, 
Hearne noted. 

He was saying, “ Are the others leaving with you? ” 

Deichgraber was answering, “ No. They will probably stay 
longer.” 

The high voice hardened. “ I suppose they don’t trust our 
efficiency in these matters. How did you get mixed up with 
diem? And what use is a woman* in such things? ” 

“ Headquarters,” Deichgraber said briefly in answer to the 
first question. But about Elise he made no rej^y. 

* The two men halted and turned to watch the sands once 
more. 

“.Pity you couldn’t have seen high tide at night-time,” the 
major said. And then, unexped:edly, ‘ - You might at least tell 
me what brought them here.” 

“ I assure you, Herr Major, that they only tell me as much , 
as they’ve told you.” 

“ That English agent ... he was caught on the mainland. 
Why do they come here? Had hre friends here? ” 

For a moment Hearne’s heart had stopped. He didn’t hear 
Deichgraber’s reply. And thoi he realized that the n^ajor had 
used me past tense. Had he friends here? He thought of 
Dunwoodie, whom Duclos hadn’t seen for two weeks. Some- 
thing which they had found when they had searched Dun- 
woodie or his room had directed Ehrlich to Mont Saint-MichcL- 
That must be it. So Duclos had been right about Dunwoodie. 

Hearne heard the major say with some bitterness^ “ I resent 
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this intolerable interference.” He had started to climb the 
steps once more. 

‘‘ What is it like at high tide? ” was Deichgraber’s answer. 
The two'^ices faded with the footsteps. Hearne drew a deep 
breath as/ the major’s explanations blurred in the distance. 
Etienne touched his arm. Together they slipped from the cover 
of the bush and began the last part of their journey to the sea. 
Hearne looked back over his shoulder. The two figures were 
still climbing the staircase, their heads bent, their hands clasped 
behind their backs. It was a scene of touching peacefulness, 
with the war-like Germans indulging in the relaxation of a 
moonlight stroll and a chance for the practical major to mingle 
a few off-the-record remarks with his eulogies on nature. 

Either the major’s eloquence was effective, or it was just 
one of those damnable pieces of luck, but Deichgraber halted 
suddenly and turned round for his last view. Even as Hearne 
caught Etienne and pulled him into the nearest shadow, the 
German’s arm stretched quickly towards die major, and 
pointed. The twb men seemed to hesitate, and then Deich- 
grafaer was leadihg the major back down the rocky staircase. 
They were hurrying, but they were taking no special care to 
walk quietly. & perhaps Deichgraber hadn’t been sure that 
he had seen anything at all, or that there really was some one. 
And die major was obviously under the belief that his guest 
was suffering from a moonlight hallucination. Even at this 
distance the note of his voice was one of amused annoyance. 

Hcarnc’s eyes looked despairmgly towards St Aubert’s Well, 
from shadow to shadow, to see where Etienne and he might 
slip unobserved away from the determined Deichgraber and 
the reluctant major. Or could present cover be trusted ? Was 
it better to lie quietly here, or to crawl cautiously into further 
shadows? And what about the matter of time^ could they 
afford to wait, for the tide wouldn’t? This was really Etienne’s 
problem; he knew the ground they wopld have td cover. The 
boy seemed to sense Hearne’s impatience. He motioned with 
his head and moved stealthily towards the next tree. By draw- 
ing nearer the steps, they could follow . the almost continuous 
line of bushes which edged the staircase at this point. And 
SOI mad as it seemed, they crawled through the undergrowth 
fringing the steps, while bdiind them the footsteps came 
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nearer. Hearne judged by the desperate quickening in 
Etienne’s pace that he was trying to reach a hiding-place before 
the footsteps caught up with them. 

They could hear the words now. . assure you . . . 
Captain Deichgraber. ... It would have been seen by my 
sentries from the Abbey walls. They are constantly on watch. 
And how do you suppose that anyone could get here? The 
ramparts on the east, and the rocks on the west are well 
guarded, too. Where was it you saw this shadow? ” 

The, footsteps halted. ‘‘ Just over there.” 

‘‘ Can’t sec a thing,” the major grumbled. Shadows 
everywhere. Remember how you admired the shadows play- 
ing over the sands? ” 

“ I saw something.” Deichgraber was obdurate. 

“ I assure you, the sentries ” 

“ There should be searchlights.” 

“ There are.” The major’s voice tightened. “ There are, 
when the danger is real, such as at high tide when boats 
might slip in to help some one to escape. At present, no one 
would venture on these sands. All that searchlights do is to 
make this a perfect beacon to guide English planes.” He 
obviously didn’t like this interference, and interference by a 
junior officer, at that. Deichgraber’s officiousness was going 
to be a useful ally to the man and the boy who, had now 
reached the last of the bushes. Before them the rocky 
ground dipped suddenly, and they could see the wet sand 
gleaming darkly. Using, the outline of the buffi to blot out 
their movements, they slipped cautiously in turn over the edge 
of rock. Etienne’s arm steadied Hearne and encouraged him. 
This sudden dip in the ground would shield them from the 
men behind; unless, of course, the two Germans were to re- 
trace their steps right down to St Aubert’s Well. The stone 
platform on which it stood was just below this hiding-place. 
From the well, the Germans could look back up the hiU and 
see them. 

“ I trust you arc satisfied? ” the major said at last, breaking 
the silence which had become oppressive. There was a cold 
sweat on Hearnc’s brow. His tensed muscles cramped under 
the strain of crouching. 

Dcichgraber’s voice was deferential but determined, ‘‘^^itfa 
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your permission, Major, I shall continue my walk to the 
ChapcL” 

There was a silence. 

Hearne suddenly realized that if Etienne didn’t know much 
German, then the strain must be doubled for him. He clapped 
the boy’s shoulder gently, reassuringly. That might have been 
a smile in reply through the blackness of the shadow. Hearne 
was wondering if he darM shift his weight on to the other 
knee, when the major answered. 

“ Very well,” he said stifSy. “ Report to me in my quarters 
in half an hour.” The voice was as controlled as a refrigerator. 
The reprimand was not lost on the younger man. There was 
a clicking of heels, and probably an efficient salute to match, 
as he acknowledged it. Then they heard the major’s foot- 
steps climbing away from then!. Still Deichgraber hadn’t 
moved. Hearne imagined him standing half angry, half 
worried, looking at the wooded, rocky slope around him with 
impatience and distaste. 

It was then that Etienne’s hand grasped Hearne’s arm again. 
This., time Hearne followe4 unbelievingly is the boy led him 
forward, and obliquely away from the steps. B*ut there was 
nothing else Hearne could, do except follow.^ The boy was 
far from stupid. He couldn’t have thought that Deichgraber^ 
steps synchronized v^ith the majCHr’s, There was only one pair 
of footsteps climbing towards the Al)bey ; that was obvious to 
anyone who listened well. And Etienne was a good listener. 
Hearne had had that proved to him to-night. 

Even as Deichgraber started to descend the staircase, Etienne 
readied his goal. It was a deep, narrow fissure, a slit through 
the plunging rocks of the cliff. Hearne’s hands rested against 
the cold jSfranite walls which rose above his head on either side 
of him. His feet fumbled cautiously for the roughly hewn 
steps. At least th^e was no more crouching. Etienne’s arm 
was the guide. He would pull Hearnc’s shirt gently for each 
step forward; for each pause, his hand would ^ess against 
Hcame’s chest. The seeing eye, Hearne thought grimly, and 

S ed and paused and stepped obediently. That blasted 
-digger couldn’t see them, anyway. The only danger now 
was that he could hear them, and that accounted f c^r the slow- 
ness of their descent. Cautiously they worked their way down 
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through the cleft, originated by nature, imp-oved by man. 
Deichgraber’s footsteps, quieter and more cautions now that 
he was alone, had passed well to the left of them. He diould 
be almost at the little stone house built over the well. Yes, he 
must be there: his footsteps no longer grated against the 
stairs. 

Etienne seemed to pay litde attention to the German, now. 
Their journey through the cleft in the short cliff was almost 
over; the rocky walls on either side of them rose higher as they 
neared the shore level. Hearne found it difficult not to think 
what happened if a fat man had to make his escape through 
this narrow passage. He would probably come out corrugated, 
if at all. But at last he felt softness under his feet, and Hearnd 
knew he had reached the foot of the cliff. In front of them, 
and to either side of them, stretched the miles of flat sand; 
stretching like a sheet of watered silk under the perfect sky. 
Too perfect, thought Hearne. A few nice deep banks of thick 
cloud would have been a help. These litde puffs of smoke up 
there might be highly ornamental, but they only served to float 
chasing shadows on the brownish sand. Still, even a few 
shadows were not to be despised. And the moon was young 
enough not to illuminate the whole place in efficient flood- 
lighting. But just vyhem do we go from here? ” Hearne 
said to himself. They must reach solid ground again before 
day-break : apart from the. matter of light, there was also the 
tide to guard against. 

. Etienne kicked off the thin leather shoes from his feet. 
Their lack of heels and ^oe-caps made them look like a sort of 
slipper, but they had carried him easily and lightly over the 
worst, ground. It was surprising how securely Aey had clung 
to his feet like a torero's shoes, stamping, running, side-step- 
ping on the arena. Hearne, sitting on an outcrop of rock> 
resting his cramped back against a dank wall of cliff, followed 
Etienne’s example. ' He flinched as his feet sank into die sand, 
for here it was thick and moist, and, without the sun to give it 
surface warmth, it was as cold as ... as cold as . . . He 
finished tying His boots carefully together, and draped tiicm by 
the laces round his neck. As cold as a grave, he decided 
grimly, and rolled his trousers up under his knees as Etienne 
had done. 
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The boy stood with his back pressed against the cliff. 
nodded as Hearne finished, and pointed to the left. They 
moved, keeping cfose to the shadow of the rocky precipice. 
There was no need to worry about the sound of their steps 
here. The sand deadened all noise. Once they skirted this 
northern shore and slipped round to the west side of the 
island, they would be s^er, for at present it would be heavily 
in shadow. By the time the moon, or what there was of one, 
sailed over to that side of the Mont, they should be safely on 
the mainland. 

From where they stood now, it was about half a mile to 
the causeway and entrance to Mont Saint-Michel. And from 
there it was just over another mile to the flat shore of the 
bay. Hearne remembered the little river which flowed 
into the Bay of Mont Saint-Michel, just to the west of the 
Mont itself. Now that the tide was out, it was only a thin 
line of shallow pools, a skeleton river spreading forlornly 
towards the sea between banks of sand. He believed he cQjnla 


now guess Etienne’s plan. They were to reach this ghost river 
at the north-west comer of the island,* and, by following its 
coursse to the mainland from which it flowed, they could use 
its banks of sandias cover. It was shallow cover certainly, but 


it was cover. T^e danger would now not be so much 
from the sentries on the ramparts as from the wet sand. That 
was why Etienne was going barefoot. That way, even if they 
stepped into a quicksand, they would have a Aance. With 
boots’ there would be no chance at all. And that, too, was why 
Etienne was starting their journey at once; that was why he 
wasn’t going to wait under the northern cliffs until Dcich- 
graber^ad returned to report to the major. For high tide 
wbuld^oime again in all its terrifying speed about half-past 
fouf. These seven miles of sand which stretched out to sea 


would be swiftly covered by the rush of waters, and the 
channel of the river-bed would be hidden, and the sea would 
sweep up the river into the mainland a^ far as six miles deep. 

Hearne looked at his watch. Yes, there was no time to wastc.^ 
The distance which they had covered from Place’s restaurant 
to this point was not much over a mile, perhaps even less. 
They had taken one hour and three-quarters to reach here. It 
was a record of caution. He looked at the dark, thin-faced 
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boy beside him, so silent and calculating. It seemed incredible 
that anyone so young as this should have such patience and 
restraint. War was a hard schoolmaster. 

From thcTocks above them came no sound of footsteps. The 
German must be standing quite still beside the well; searching 
this side of the island with his eyes. Hearne suddenly won- 
dered if a direct path led from the well down to the shore. If 
there was one, they’d have to pass its mouth, and that wouldn’t 
be a pleasant two minutes. If there was one . . . There was. 

They saw it after they had gone less than fifty paces. 
Etienne’s speed slackened, and he stood with his head slightly 
tilted to one side as if to hear better that way. His eyes 
flickered impatiently. From where they stood in the safe 
shelter of the rocks at the mouth of the path, they could see 
along the &st ten feet. The track must curve round towards 
the terrace on which the little stone building was built over 
the spring, For they couldn’t see St Aubert’s Well from here. 
If they couldn’t see, fhey probably couldn’t be seen. The man 
and the boy listened. But nothing stirred. It was uncanny : 
they had heard no footsteps climbing back to the Abbey on 
the hill. But at last Etienne seemed satisfied. His hand flicked 
impatiently towards the other side of the path. Hurry, it 
seemed to say : hurry 1 Without further delay, or even a glance 
up at ti|e path, ^ he had slipped across its entrance. Hearne 
followed as quickly. They seemed a ghost and its shadow. 

No one had been on the path; That Hfearjle had verified. 
The daugar point was passed. Their speed incroised. Thr^ 
hundred feet ahead of them was the nortii-we^ ^omontory of 
the island with a chapel on its rocks, Three hundred feet, one 
hundred yards, and they would be on the darkened west side 
of the Mont. The sand was firm enough so far, and the walk- 
ing was easy. But farther out from the rocks, the sand’s colour 
dianged in light and dark patches; and even on its apparrat 
flatness there must have been hollows, for the inches of water 
which still lay in them spread like black shadows. Hearne 
was wondering, which were the danger spots, the dry or the 
wet sand. . . . He thought he remembered something about 
wet sand, but it was only a vague memory. If it were true, 
then the journey back to the mainland under cover of .Ae 
flat banks of Aat stream would be no picnic. & woidd pc 
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a hopeless attempt without Etienne as guide. Even as Hearne 
worried to himself, the sand’s consistency changed under his 
feet. It became a soft rubber sponge, letting his weight sink 
for a good six inches into it, oozing quickly over his instep 
and round his ankles. It wasn’t a quicksand : it was just a 
hint of what they would have to deal with if Etienne were to 
lead them into one. But it wasn’t pleasant. Hearne stepped 
carefully, so that the halE-sucking, half-sobbing sounds, when 
he drew each foot out from the semi-liquid surface, would be 
minimized. Again their pace slowed. Etienne gave one of 
his rare smiles, and pointed to the stretch of sands to their 
right. He emphasized the direction by shaking his hand warn- 
ingly and then pointing it quickly downwards. The gesture 
was explicit enough. 

He would be glad when he got out of this, Hearne thought. 
It was the highest piece of undcivstatcmcnt which he had ever 
committed. If anyone could have listened in to his emotions 
at that point, they would have heard one long, despairing 
groan. He tried not to look at that smooth, treacherous sur- 
face. Ten feet away. Much too near for his idea of comfort. 
Perhaps it was only imagination on his part, but he really 
felt that the give of the sand imder his feet had increased. It 
swallowed more than his ankles now. Then suddenly it had 
become firm again, and Hearne breathed more nsiturally. 
But Etienne still motioned towards their right, still shook his 
hand, still pointed downwards. He was a nice boy, but 
Hearne widied he would stop the hand effects^ After all, that 
idea didn’t need to be driven home twice. He kept rigidly 
behind Etienne, almost treading on his heels. If the boy had 
been afraid that Hearne would step out td the side to walk 
abreas^ then he had won his point. 

They were almost at the promontory. Thirty feet, ^or less, 
still to go. Then these cliffs to their left would swing round 
almost at right angles to face the west. They could already sec 
the shallow pools which traced the course of the stream. 

And then, from the shadows of a jutting rock, stepped 
Dckhgrabcr. He had a gun in his hand, a smile on his lips. 

Up!” he said. ‘‘Up!” ^ 

They raised their hands above their heads, Etienne still hold- 
ing his shoes. 
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Drop them!” • 

Etienne did. They landed at his feet. 

Deichgraber’s smile changed. He had half recognized 
Hearnc. Hp narrowed his eyes for a moment and then he 
said triumphantly, “My friend on the farm! Well, now! 
Corlay is the name, I believe? ” 

Hearne tried to make his voice sound natural, even amused. 
“ Captain Deichgraber, of course. Well, now we can take 
our hands down.” 

“ Keep them where they are! I was just about to waste a 
bullet on each of you, but now I think you will be more in- 
teresting as prisoners than as corpses. Will you tell me why 
you are here, or do you prefer to wait until I signal for the 
guards? ’’ * 

“ Don’t be a bloody' fool, Deichgraber. Do you want 
Ehrlich and Lisa to laugh behind your back? ” Hearnc spoke 
as if he had the rank of general, at least. 

“ What has Ehrlich to do with this ? ” Deichgraber was 
angry, but he still kept the smile which was not a smile in 
place. 

“ Ask him.” 

“ I shall. Turn round, and start walking back. Any sus- 
picious move and ” 

“ You will apologize handsomely for this,” Hearnc warned 
indignandy. “ Why don’t you summon the guards now, so 
that we can end this farce quickly? It would be simple enough. 
A couple of shots^ ” ^ 

“ If you are as innocent is you pretend, there will be no need 
to summon the guard. If you aren’t, they’ll hear the couple <rf 
shots when they strike your bodies.” 

Hearne shrugged his shoulders. “ By this time the men I 
am after will have heard us and escaped. Fool,” he said 
venomously. 

Deichgraber ignored that. He pointed to Etienne. 

“ And who’s this supposed to be? ” 

“He’s my informant. You could do with one yourself, 
couldn’t you? ” The savage sneer, the authoritative tone, had 
some ejffect, but not enough. “ Wait until the major hears 
about it,” Hearne went on. “ The new broom sweeps clean, 
too clean. > I hope you’ll enjoy your new command after this.” 
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That was a double-edged barb. Deichgraber as visitor to Mont 
Sair^-Michel had not even the privilege o£ being a new broom. 

We’ll get back to the Abbey,” he said, but the calculated 
smile had vanished. 

Hearne stood very still. He seemed to be listening intently, 
his eyes fixed anxiously on the stony promontory behind the 
German’s back. “ I thought I heard them,” Hearne said, as i£ 
to himself. His voice was a mixture of anger and savage dis- 
appointment. “Our voices must have carried. They’ll get 
away.” 

“Just where are these mysterious people? ” The voice was 
contemptuous, but Deichgraber still watched Hearne, still 
pointed the revolver. 

“ At that small chapel on the promontory. You saw it, didn’t 
you? But let’s get back to the others. Perhaps it won’t be too 
late even then, to catch these men. Come on, Pierre ” — ^hc 
spoke to the lx>y beside him, who was standing motionless’, 
his eyes / on the ground — ^“we may get some results if wc 
hurry.” 

Etienne had flashed a glalnce at Hearne at the mention of the 
false name. With his hands still held high, he slipped his right 
foot casually into one shoe. Deichgraba: hadn’t noticed any- 
thing strange about that. Hearne drew a deep breath. 

“ We’ll have to hurry,” he said to the German, holding his 
attention by the urgency of his voice and eyes. Etienne was 
fumbling for the second shoe; and when his foot couldn’t find 
it, he knelt quite naturally to pick it up, his eyes still on the 
German, his free hand still in the air. He straightened slowly, 
both hands in the air now; he looked as if he were very bored. 

Etiennef’s leg moved sb quickly that even Hearne was sur- * 
prised. His right foot struck the German sharply on the wrist, 
with a savage side-kick which sent the arm high and the 
revolver flying. It fell somewhere in the rocks behind Deich- 
graber, as the shoe from Etienne’s left hand caught hi m across 
the mouth and silenced the shout from his opened lips. 
Hearne closed in, and the German warded off' his blow with 
a kick from a heavy boot. The kick was sufficient to throw 
Hearne sharply against a low rock, and the jagged edge caught 
him beneath the knees like a knife : he lost his balance, falling 
backwards on the hard sand with a thud which smashed all 
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the wind out of him. He lay still for a moment, his eyes 
dosed. The German must have thought he was knocked out, 
for he turned and struck at Etienne. The boy slipped from his 
reach, twisted and turned, and ran back towards St Aubert's 
Well. He looked easy to catch. The German, not evra paus- 
ing to shout, was on his beds. Etienne side-stepped, was 
missed by inches, started running out from the shore as if he 
had lost his head. The watching Hearnc, picking himself up 
dizzily from the sand, smothered a shout in his throat into a 
hoarse croak of warning. Again Etienne side-stepped. But 
this time his arm was raised. Hearne saw the gleam of a knife 
as the boy’s arm struck at the German’s neck, saw Deichgraber 
plunge heavily forward. He landed on one knee, his hands on 
the sand before him. And then the knee and hands dis- 
appeared. Deichgraber struggled, tried to shout, but the 
struggles became a spasm and the shout was only a whisper. 
The sand sucked more deeply; the grip was firm. 

Hearne sat do^vn on the rock. ** God in Heaven,” he was 
saying to himself. “ God in Heaven.” 

Etienne came running lightly back, Etienne whose feet 
hadn’t paused for a moment even when he had stabbed. He 
was searching for his shoes, picking them up carefully. He 
was waiting for Hearne. “ Come,” he said, ** we’ve litde 
time now.” 

Hearne hesitated and looked towards the lump in ^the dark 
sands. Only twenty feet away . . . die strangled shout had 

f lven way to a moan, and then there was nothing to hear, 
tienne must have read his thoughts. He said to Hearne, 
He will soon be under : he struggled toO much. It was cither 
him or us and our friends.” 

Yes,” said Hearne, “ it was either him or all of us.” But 
he didn’t look back as they walked on in silence. Not even 
when they had reached the promontory did he look round. He 
was thinking, Deichgraber must have gone right down the 
stone staircase without waiting at the spring; he must have 
followed the path directly on to the shore while we were still 
coming down that cleft in the rock. He must have guessed 
that if anyone was escaping, they^ would make for the sand. 
And then he had explored it as far west as this promomory^ he 
must have been on his way back when he saw us c@ming. 
a 
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Probably he was going to explore the east part of the north 
shore then. He was thorough all right. And he was ambitious. 
Too ambitious. If he hadn't thought he could torture more 
information out of us as prisoners, he would have shot us dead 
on sight. But that was one way of dying which they didn’t 
teach him in a Death-and-Glory academy. 

Hearne followed Etienne automatically. Even when search- 
lights suddenly blazed over the north-snore sands, even when 
one of them swept round to the west while they both stretched 
flat on the mainland shore, Hearne was apathetic. Emotionally, 
hfe had reached saturation point. He just lay patiently, and 
waited until the gleam of light was switched away. 

“ They can’t risk it for long,” Etienne whispered consolingly. 

Hearne nodded. “ They are worried about him,” he sug- 
gested. “ He’s overdue. Search-parties out now, probably 
They’ll find nothing. Les Uses. ...” The boy shrugged 
his shoulders. 

Les Uses. Water-holes. ... So that explained the quickness 
of Seichgraber’s end. Hearne remembered Plehec’s vivid de- 
scription of them one evening during his last visit to the Mont. 
Water-holes, they were : water-holes covered with a deceptive 
layer of sand. Just another of Mont Saint-Michel’s little sur- 
prises, Pl^ec had said. Spicialite de la maison^ Plfliec had 
added, and they had all laughed. 

“ No,” Hearne said. They’ll find nothing.” 

“ And by the time the light is good . enough to search 
properly, the tide will be in.” The boy’s voice was un- 
emotional, He was neither triumphant nor fearful. He 
noticed Hearne’s curious stare. 

‘‘ My father was killed. That was in the war, and that was 
^hat one could qxpect. War is war. But two we^ks ago my 
brother was shot. Shot for something which he didn’t do, 
didn’t even know about. He and another, just chosen blindly, 
just pushed against a wall and shot in cold blood.” He paused, 
his voice still unemotional. “ Merde, alors ! ” he said suddenly, 
and buried his face in his arms. 

At last Hearne said, I’m all right again,’’ and the boy rose 
silently to lead him over the salt-iheadows. Clouds had blown 
up. A wind ruffled the trees lining the baiik of the small 
canalized river, which Etienne now followed. 
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“ I go this way, my friend,” Hearne whispered as they halted 
near a road. He swept his arm to the south and the west. 

Etienne smiled. ‘‘ Soon the tide will come in. This river 
will be flooded and the boats will leave from Pontorson. 
Plehec said you might as well sail.” 

“ To where? ” 

‘‘ Past Saint-Malo. Anywhere up the River Ranee towards 
Dinan, if that suits you.” 

Hearne was smiling now, too. “ Can I sleep on that boat? ” 
he asked. 

Etienne was politely amused. 

Sleep, and rest these blasted legs? ” 

Etienne was still amused, but he nodded reassuringly. 
“ Alter we get there,” he added cautiously. 

“ We shall,” Hearne said with unusual confidence. 

And they did. 


CHAPTER XXI The Awakening of Saint-Deodat 

A nother dawn v^as breaking when Hearne came back to 
. Saint-Deodat. This time, he did not walk through the 
village. This time, he did not trouble to count the Picreis, the 
Guerins, or the Trouins. In these grey-stone houses now slept 
grey-unhormed men. Yesterday had been the day of th^ 
coming. Yesterday had been the day for Nazi flags and, no 
doubt, a Nazi band playing in the market-place. ^ Hearne 
wondered if they had had the insolence to play Breton songs. 
Yet that had happened in other places. Anyway, the Picreis, 
the Guerins, the Trouins must have laid themselves down to 
sleeplessness with bitter thoughts last night. Grim as were his 
own at this moment, Hearne wondered just how he would feel 
if the names had been Jones, Brown, Robinson. Maniacal, he 
sledded : without cither exaggeration or heroics, quite simply 
maniacal. He looked down die hill at the dim shapes of the 
quiet houses round the towering church, and he remembered 
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the third tree in the seventh rovi^ in the Corky orchard. There 
would be many third trees in these farms in this hill and valley, 
and in all the other hills and valleys of Brittany. “ Ni zo 
Bretoned, tud kaled,” Henri had said. 

Hearne found himself quietly whisding the refrain of Bro 
Goz Ma ZadoUy a Breton national song, as he crossed the 
stone yard of the Corky farm. The kitchen door was closed, 
but unlocked. Henri was kneeling beside Albertine, helping 
her place the first log of the new day on the glowing embers in 
the hearth. They turned round as Hearne entered. They waited 
until the last line of the song was completed, and then they 
came forward together, came forward almost quickly. 

“You’re home,” said Alberdne, Her voice was roughly 
kind. Old Henri grinned through the gaps in his gums. He 
said nothing, but reached up with his thin, corded hand to pat 
Hearne a\ykwardly on the shoulder. 

“ He’s ice-cold,” Albertine said. “ Henri, get that fire going. 
Do you want him to starve ? ” 

Henri obeyed with unaccustomed wiUingness. 

“ What’s happened to your clothes.? Where did you get that 
hat? ” Albertine looked at it unbelievingly. “ It smells of 
fish.” 

“ All of me does,” Hearne said. He felt pleased by their wel- 
come — ^pleased and yet worried. Had Madame Corky talked 
more than he had expected? He watched Albertine as she 
bustled about the kitchen. She asked so many questions on 
top of one another, not even waiting for his answers, that he 
was spared the agony of conversation. Whejre were his own 
clothes, was that nice young American safe, how were his feet 
and the trousers which Albertine had sewn to fit him, had, 
they seen any Boches, were they caught in that fBhx, why 
didn’t he get home yesterday? That last question was the key. 
They had begun to get alarmed. This sudden friendliness was 
chiefly due to relief. And she still called him Bertrand quite 
naturally: so if 'Madame Corky had told, she still hadn’t told 
everything. Hearne ate and watched the simple face under its 
white-starched cap, looking anxiously to see if he enjoyed the 
food, if it were enough. He judged from the quantity she had 
placed before him that she had included her own share, and 
perhaps even Henri’s. Hearne ate the amount he was usually 
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given, and refused the rest, saying that that was all he could 
eat. By the sudden light in Henri’s eye he knew his guess 
about the food had been right. He gave the old man a grin, 
and Albertine a hearty clip round the waist, as he rose and 
walked over to the fire. 

Her severe face relaxed. “ You’ll spoil my apron,” she said, 
but colour had flooded into the patch of red veins on her cheeks. 
Henri and Hearne both laughed. 

“ God,” he said, “ it’s good to be home,” and stood with his 
back to the fire. 

Old Henri nodded. His fingers were tapping out the 
rhythm of Bro Goz Ma Zadou on the wooden table. The 
sound drew Albertine’s attention. 

“ Henri ! ” she said sharply. ‘‘ Your work, Jean and Marie 
will be almost finished.” The old man rose and moved slowly 
to the door leading into the byre. He gave Hearne a side- 
look and an unmistakable wink. Hearne grinned : in every 
language it meant the same . . . anything for a quiet life. 

“ What is it? ” asked Albertine, sensing the conspiracy. 

Good to be back,” repeated Hearne cheerfully. He heard 
light footsteps coming down the staircase into the hall. Yes, 
it was good to be back. 

The door opened and Anne came in. She had dressed com- 
pletely, to the last button of the tight-bodiced dress, to the last 
smooth btaid round her head. For a moment, watching the 
simplicity oi her smile, the honesty of hex eyes, Hearne wished 
he really were Corlay. It would be sonteediing to have a look 
like that for one’s own. 

She said, I knew it was you. I was listening and I heard 
you whisde. I knew you had come back,” 

There was the same directness in her speech that had greeted 
him the first time they had met. Thcn^ she had told mm she 
couldn’t marry him. Now, she looked as if she would marry 
him to-morrow. It wasn’t, he thought, as he watched the neat 
weave of plaited hair, it wasn’t that women were fickle. They 
were completely loyal : either to themselves, like Elisc, or to 
others, like Anne. But when they made their illogical leaps 
and stilL managed to balance themselves neatly in reverse, it 
wasn’t because they had changed. They were still the same : 
it was only the outside influences which had changed, and by 
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some strange alchemy made them feel like saying “ Yes ’’ when 
they had once said “ No.” Madame Corlay had only to say 
He has changed he had only to prove it; and above all he 
had only to show his distrust of Elise. That was all-^aad 
Anne’s doubts and fears had vanished. The icicles had melted. 
In some curious way, which he couldn’t manage to analyse, he 
felt pleased. But it would have made things easier if she had 
still distrusted him; now he would have warmth and affection 
to deal with. Thank heaven that Anne was Anne, that com- 
plications could be kept as simple as possible. He looked at 
her. She was unique, in a certain sense. She was shy without 
aflEectation or awkwardness : she was innocent without being 
ignorant, modest without being stupid. He almost laughed at 
that — ^modest. ... It had been a long time since he had 
thought of that word. 

Why are you docking at me like that? ” Anne was dis- 
turbed, as if ^e feared she wasn’t pleasing him. 

“ It’s nice to relax,” he s4id. It was true : for the last ten 
minutes he hadn’t even thought of a bloody Nazi. 

Albertinc said, “ Get those clothes off, and I’ll wash them. 
They are smelling up the whole kitchen,” and then to Anne, 
who was listening with a smile, ‘^Did you wake Madame 
when you rushed .down here? 

Anne shook her hcadj and the colour came into her checks. 
Not, decided Hearne, because she might have wakened 
Madame, but because the rushing had been so obvious. He 
looked down at his clothes. After the second hour on that 
boat h© must have lost his sense of smell. 

Anyway, relaxing was over for the day. Albertinc was in 
charge. 

His room had been scoured and, polished; otherwise it was 
untouched. The bookcase still held its secrets. The books were 
in the same order, even to that upside-down volume which he 
had left to test any curious fingers. 

It seemed strange not to have the American next door to his 
room. In the short time he had been there he..had become a 
part of this house. Strange not to hear the limping step, or 
the deep voice^talking its own variation of French. As Hearne 
washed and changed the disreputable blue shirt and corduroy 
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trousers for something cleaner but less, comfortable, he won- 
dered how van Cordandt was liking Matthews. Van Cortlandt 
. , . why had he called himself Myles ? Probably some psycho- 
logical impulse when he was forced into the danger of giving 
his real name, some impulse rooted in that story he had 
promised to tell later. Here I am, Myles from home, he would 
think. 'Well, that made two stories Hearne owed himself 
when he got back to Britain. When . . . Myles’s — no, van 
Cordandt’s; and Sam’s. That would be a fair do, that would. 
And they would make it a night, lad. His attempt at York- 
shire was more than the razor could bear. He sighed, and 
patiendy washed the streaming blood ofi his chin. By the 
time the flow had become an ooze, and the last slow drop had 
hardened into a clot, he had next week’s plans fixed, with the 
help of his map. A week was all he could depend on now. 
Elise was due back from her trip to ‘ Paris ’ on the twentieth 
of July. Ten days, she had said. That gave him just seven 
days more of this kind of thing. He might even have to work 
in daylight to get all the informiation he wanted. For when 
these seven days were over, he might find little time free for 
himself and his work. Then he would simply have to seize 
any chance he could: for with Elise’s imexpected demands 
there would be an end to systematic observation. 

When he went downstairs, Anne was alone in the kitchen. 

Albertine’s gone to Mass,” she began, and then she was 
looking at his chin. 

“ What about you? ” His voice was half teasing. 

I wanted to see you alone. Look, I must get you some- 
Aing for that cut.” She didn’t wait for an answer, but ran 
lightly into the store-room. She brought back a bottle of colour- 
less liquid. 

“Please don’t trouble,” Hearne said, but inside he felt 
rather pleased at her solicitude. She dabbed the liquid lightly 
over the cut. She was so absorbed in everything she did, he 
thought, as he watched her eyes fixed so intently on his chin. 
The cut stung into life again, ^and he grinned as he saw the 
look of dismay on Anne’s face when the blood trickled over 
his chin once more. 

He jammed a handkerchief hard against it, saying, “ Thank 
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you. That will cure it, I’m sure,” and wonderii^ i£ Adam’s 
rib had been better left in place. But it was difficult to feel 
irritated with Anne : not when she was still trying to look dis- 
mayed, when she was trying so hard to keep from laughing, 

“ You wanted to see me alone? ” he suggested. 

She nodded, and put the offending bottle down on the table. 

“ Yes. I went down to the village yesterday, and ” He 

touched her arm and silenced her. He pointed towards the 
thin wooden partition which separated the outbuildings from 
the Idtchen. She lowered her voice. “ Only old Jean and 
Henri are there,” she said in surprise. “ Marie has gone with 
AIbcrtinc.” 

** They’ll soon be in here for breakfast. I’d like to walk in 
the high field. Would it be too cold for you? ” 

She diook her head and lifted a black shawl from the back 
' of a chair. In silence she walked up the hill beside him, her 
arms crossed under her breast to hold the shawl tighdy in 
place, her smoc^ head slightly bowed, her full skirts billowing 
out like a black umbrella in the morning wind. 

When they reached the high field, and walked on open 
ground with no bushes or trees near them, Anne halted.^ 
With a smile, she said, May I talk now? ” 

Hearnc laughed, and nodded, “ Let’s keep near the cab- 
bage patch,” he answered. “ We ought to have a good excuse 
to be up here, even at this hour.” 

“ Excuses for everything,” Anne said with surprising bitter- 
ness. “ Excuses for just being on our own land, or for stand- 
ing in our own market-place, or ” 

- tfcarne interrupted, “ It isn’t ours at the moment, Anne. 
They are the men in possession, whether they call it protection, 
occupation, or conquest. All we can do is wait, and live our 
own secret lives and make our own plans. They haven’t pos- 
sessed our minds;, and they won’t, unless we let ourselves be 
deluded. How is it in the village? ” 

As you would expect. You remember I went down with 
you to the village on the afternoon before you left with 
Monsieur Myles? I didn^ want to make people think I was 
looking for Ker^or. I walked about and visited different 
friends. I couldn’t find him. I went to see Monsieur Ic Cur4 
but I couldn’t find him cither. Then wh^n J came home, you 
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were upstairs in your room with Monsieur Myles, and Albcr- 
tine said you were both too busy. I waited, but you didn*t 
come down; and then I had to go upstairs to read to Madame 
Corlay before bed-time. And then we went to bed, and I 
never saw you before you left. It really was such a dis- 
appointing day : nothing had come right, and I was very angry 
with myself.*’ 

Hearne nodded. Too bad it happened on your first try, 
but don’t blame yourself. It’s often like that.” 

“ But I went down to the village yesterday afternoon.” 
Anne was smiling now, so the disappointment couldn’t have 
been repeated. “ And this time I did see Kerenor. He was 
sitting on the stone bridge, alone with old Monsieur Gu^nnec 
and young Picrel. He said, * What are you doing here? Don’t 
you know the Boches arc arriving, and no one is going to be 
in the streets to welcome them? I’m taking you straight 
home.’ You see, he and the others were turning back anyone 
from entering the village at that end. And he had nicn at the 
other end of the road to stop people coming from the farms on 
that side. And there was no one in the streets, not a soul to be 
seen. Even the older children had been taken care of. You 
know how children run out to see motor-cars and soldiers? 
Well, Monsieur Ic Cure had taken them all for a picnic to the 
ruined casdc, and he wasn’t going to bring them back until 
the early evening; and then he was going to march theAi 
straight home — ^no playing on the pavement or in the market- 
place. That’s why' I couldja’t find Mt^isieur le Cure or 
Kerenor the day before : they were ai^sbging all this.” 

Anne was excited over her story. She paused to see its efEect 
on Hearne. But he was chiefly interested in the last sen- 
tence. ^‘Monsieur Ic Cure and Ker&ior — ^were they always 
friendly?” 

No, not at all.” 

“ What is Monsieur le Cure like? ” 

“ He’s not very big. He’s sort of fat. He has ^ deep laugh. 
And he’s kind. Every one likes him. Even Ker6nor used to 
say that, as a man, he wasn’t bad.” 

Hearne, rather impatiently, said, “ Yes. But what docs he 
feel about the Boches? ” 

Aupe look^ at him iu surprise. “ Why, he feels as we do»” 
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Hearne was thoughtfuL The Breton priests had the reputa- 
tion o£ being brave men. Few of them were given to equivoca- 
tion and appeasement. They belonged with the people; but 
he wanted to be quite sure. He asked, “ What did he say in 
his last sermon, for instance? Were you there? ” 

“ Oh, yes, every one was there. Even Kerenor. Strangely 
enough. Monsieur le Cure said something very like what you 
told me/' 

“I told you? When?” ' 

“ Just five minutes ago . . . you know, about not letting 
them conquer our minds. He said we must help each other to 
keep our minds free from lies against ourselves and our true 
friends: that as long as our minds were free and we had 
courage and faith, there was hope. ‘ He that leadeth into cap- 
tivity shall go into captivity : he that killeth with the sword 
mu& be killed with the sword.' And then we sang our hymn* 
— ^the one you were whistling as you crossed the courtyard this 
moijiing. When we got to the refrain, many men couldn't 
sing any moje, and the women were crying quietly,” Anne's 
voice trembled, and she turned to look at the trees which 
sheltered the back of the village. 

Hearne kept dlcnt. “ As long as the sea is its rampart, may 
my country hold its head high in freedom,” he remembered. 
Now the sea was no longer the rampart of Brittany's freedom; 
now it was the only road to freedom. 

At last he said, ‘‘ What about Kerenor? ” 

Anne was looking at the ground, digging the toe of her 
black leather shoe gently into the rich earth, watching it fall 
in thick,* moist lumps from the leather as she tilted her foot. 

Hearne tried again. *‘What did Kerenor Say about my 
message? ” 

She faced him so suddenly that he knew she had been trying 
to find courage to tell him. “ He wouldn’t believe me.” 

“ Wouldn't believe you? ” 

“ No. He said you were a Fascist; that you would do as 
the Germans told you, ^d enjoy it.” 

Hearne said to himself, “The damned fool, the bloody 
idiot.” And then he remembered that, if he had really been 
Corlay, Kerenor would have been right. He met Anne’s grey- 
blue eyes, anxious, worried, apologetic. “ I see,” he said calmly. 
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“ Of course he doesn’t know ” Anne began, and then 

halted. 

“ Know what? ” he asked quickly, almost sharply. Anne’s 
eyes flickered. 

Know that you’ve changed,” she said in a low voice. 

He looked at her searchingly. Did she know? Had 
Madame Corlay told her everything? He could read nothing 
in the calm, gentie face except trust and loyalty and — ^he shook 
himself free from these thoughts. Now he was being the 
damned fool : what on earth had almost made him say 
“ admiration ” ? How could she find any admiration for a 
Corlay who had treated her and his own country so abomin- 
ably? 

“ So he doesn’t believe me,” he said, and laughed bitterly. 
He still couldn’t conceal his disappointment. “ Did you tell 
him what I said about Elise? 

“Yes,” 

“ And even that didn’t convince him I might have changed 
even as he has changed? ”' Strange how an intelligent man 
could always admit his own change of faith, and feel honest 
and brave about the admission, and yet could go on distrust- 
ing any change professed by another man. 

Anne shook her head slowly. She seemed to be fumbling 
for words. Watching her, Hearnc knew that Kcr6nor’s com- 
ment had been bitter. I het it’s a corker, he thought. It was. 

“ He — well, he laughed. He said that was the jc^e of the 
year. And tl^^n he said that it |ust needed that touch to con- 
vince him completely that you were a — ^a Fascist liar.” 

.Hearne looked so blankly at her that she rushed on, “ You 
see, fie thinks you have always been a bad influence on Elise. 
And he says that Elise is vain and weak and may be 4 )leasant 
to the Germans, because that kind of person always is. But 
it is quite impossible for her to have any power, or to be 
dangerous except to herself.” 

“ I see. And I suppose I was only accusing Elise, so that by 
sacrificing her I could prove how truly I have changed? ” 

“ That was what he thought.” 

Hearne looked at the large, serious eyes : in the early morn- 
ing light they were grey, a soft clear grey. 

“ And v^hat does Anne think? ” he asked gently. 
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Anne smiled. ** I think that Kcrenor is being too clever-. 
He always did think too much. He’d find reasons behind 
reasons, and all he did was to make himself feel clever and 
unhappy. He really did love Elise once; now I think he 
despises her for what he calls her ‘ weakness.’ But he is still 
infatuated. She is very beautiful, isn’t she? ” There was an 
anxious look in her eyes as she waited for his answer. 

'‘Yes, she’s beautiful, Anne. But it’s skin-deep. She’ll 
need something more than that when she is reaching the age 
of forty.” 

Anne smiled again, this time a strange litde smile, but didn’t 
reply. She was looking at the earth once more. She was 
probably thinkmg that forty seemed much too far off to be of 
any consolation to the women Elise was going to hurt before 
then. 

Hcarne was making a pretence of studying the rows of 
vegetables. What, he was asking himself, what are we to do 
now? Just leave Saint-Daxiat to its fate at the hands of the 
sweet Elise and her gentle friends? Or should he make one 
more try? Monsieur le Cure ^ . . would he listen, or had he 
his own distrusts of Corlay? Hearne walked among the rows 
of round, fat cabbages, and wondered. After all, 3iis wasn’t 
his job. . . . His job was to report on the traffic on the roads 
and railways and canal. His job was to get information liable 
to form a patch of the jigsaw puzzle which Matthews and 
these other blokes in their hush-hush rooms could fit together 
into a pattern of German intentions. His job was to do a 
microscopic piece of the groundwork for future bombing raids, 
for the upsetting erf carefully laid invadon plans. He halted 
and looked at the sun’s broadening rays flowing over the hill- 
sides, oyer the sheltered village and open farms. By God, he 
thought, an^hing which hurts the Nazis, anything which 
helps their enemies, is also part of my job. He could always 
argue that with Matthews, and he knew that, if his real 
misnon was well done, Matthews would listen and even agree. 
If his real mission was well done. Matthews was a Scot. 

His best plan would have to be this : to wait until the time 
came for him to start his last walk to the coast. Then Madame 
Corlay, after he had left, could tell Monsieur le Cure every- 
thing, and by that time his warning would be believed. If, he 
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thought in sudden gloom as he looked towards the hidden 
houses of Saint-Deodat, if it were not too late for some of them 
by that time. 

Anne had come up to him. Her hand lightly touched his 
arm for a moment. “ Marie and Albertine are home now,^^ 
she said. They’ve just entered the house. I think I must go 
back.” 

So she bullies you too? ” Hearnc said tcasingly. 

“ Albertine? But she’s so old, and she works so hard, and 

she deserves some kiiid of ” 

Respect? ” V 

“ Well, yes. Why are you smiling? Do I seem so stupid? ” 
You seem just the way I like to think of you, Anne.” He 
paused. “ Anne ” He paused again. Hell, he kept say- 

ing “ Anne, Anne, Anne.” Was it an easy name for his 
temgue, or what? 

” Yes,” she said, and halted with her head slightly tilted to 
one side. Not coy. No, she wasn’t coy. She was just Anne. 

“ Never mind,” he said abrupdy, and began walking quickly 
down to the house. She was hurrying to keep up with him. 

” What shall we do about Ker^nor? ” she asked. 

I’m still thinking about that. Don’t risk anything, Anne, 
and don’t worry.” And then, almost as much to change the 
subject as to solve a problem winch had suggested itself to him, 
he said, “ By the way, I’ve been calling you^Anne all the time. 
But you haven’t mentioned my name once to-day. And you 
call me pousy I notice. What’s wrong? Don’t you trust me, 
cither? ” 

“ I trust you.” Her voice was very low. There was a hint 
of a smile in her eyes, now mc^c blue than grey. ” But, you 
sec, I don’t know your name.” ^ 

He checked his pace, and grasped ter arm. “.What? ” he 
said. 

" I don’t know your name.” 

He glanced towards the house. They were too near it. He 
turned, and, still holding her arm, led her back up the hilL 

“ Now what on earth do you mean by tha^? ” he managed 
to say with a show of injured innocence. So Madame Corlay 
had told her. Perhaps, as a 'woman, she had thought it only 
fair to tell the girl who thought she was betrothed to this man. 

I 
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Women were like that. Not that Madame Corky need have 
been wary of him : not much, anyway; not as long as he was 
worried stiff by the job he had on hand. Then, Anne was 
Anne. Only swine like Corky would hurt a girl like Anne. 
Elise, now — well, that was another cup of tea. She would 
deserve anything that' was coming to her. She was just one of 
those bitches who went about asking for it. 

Anne said again, But I don’t know your name.” 

It was no good evading it. That would only lessen her trust 
in him, and that was no good, either. In one way he was glad 
she knew. In one way he felt relief. “ It still must be Ber- 
trand,” he said slowly. 

There was a shadow. on her face. “ You, perhaps, don’t trust 
me,” she said. 

I trust* you, Anne. It just isn’t safe for you to know me as 
anyone but Bertrand Corky.” 

“Oh.” 

“ I mean that. We are all in great danger, Anne. You and 
Madame Corky must na^er know. Then, later, if there’s any 
questioning, you will be able to say truthfully thsit you did 
think of me as Bertrand Corky.” 

“Later?” ^ 

“ Yes.” Quite baldly he added, “ When I have Ijeft here.” 

“ When you have left ” Anne’s voice was low enough 

to sound like a faint echo. 

“You see?” 

“Yes, I see.” 

“ So Madame Corky told you? ” He was almost speaking 
to himself. , 

“ Only,’" said Anne, “ after I had guessed. There were little 
things , . . things which I had missed in the real Bertrand.”- 
She paused as if she couldn’t go on. Oh, this is all silly. 
And she didn’t really tclf me : only hinted, so that I was sure 
my feeling right. And then^his morning, you whistled 
Bro Goz Ma Zadou,^^ 

“ Didn’t the real Bertrand know that song? ” 

“ Yes. But he couldn't whistle. That was something he was 
very touchy about. He just sort of blew.” She laughed in 
spite of herself. He caught her arm again and swung her 
round on the path. 
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“ Home, this time,” he said. “ Albertine will begin *to get 
her suspicions aroused, too. And two women are enough in 
one secret. I must say you kept it well, yesterday, when you 
were arguing with Kerenor.” 

Anne’s answer ended his new worry. “ I didn’t tell him. 
ril tell him only when you think I should.” 

“ Two women are enough,” Hearne repeated. “ Good girl, 
Anne,” he added. Somediing in his voice surprised himself, 
Anne was smiling again. In die warm sunlight her eyes were 
quite blue, her cheeks were flushed. 

They walked in silence back to the house. 

Seven days, Hearne was thinking, seven days — ^and he might 
find that not only was it difficult to continue his work : he 
might find it too dangerous even to continue living on this 
farm.* He looked at the neat fields around him, at the slate 
roof gleaming blue in the sunshine. Seven days weren’t 
much.'. . . 

He was right about the danger. But the time was even 
shorter than he thought. 


CHAPTER xxii Captain Riedel Takes Charge 

O N the next day, while the people of Saint-D6odat prepared 
to go to church, Hearne paid his official visit to Dol. It 
would have to take place to-day, he decided that morning, for 
he had his own extremely unofficial business planned for the 
rest of the week. He hadn’t forgotten Traube’s parting shot 
about Agent Number 8 from Dol. “ You will be responsible,” 
Traube had said. Nor had he forgotten the German words 
which had followed him to the restaurant door. “ Set one of 
Ehrlich’s men, too. Advise Ehrlich.” No doubt the move- 
ments of Bruneau from Dol were already being noted. And 
if the supposed* Corky didn’t appear in Dol, then that would 
be duly noted, too. 

But there was a third remark in that short interview in die 
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restaurant of the H6tel Perro which Hearne had not forgotten. 
As he cycled through the small side-roads, through the thick 
dust of their loose surface, he was repeating to himself, “ Kalb, 
Major Kalb. Kalb of the Schutzstaffel. Kalb, organizer of 
DoL Heil Kalb! Heil Deutschlands teurem Kalb! For it 
was Kalb who had got Hearne into this Sunday smt of Corlay’s 
with its tight waist and flaring shoulders. . It was Kalb who 
had got Hearne on to Corlay’s decrepit bicycle, patched up 
yesterday afternoon with old Henri’s help. It was Kalb who 
was drawing Hearne to the small town of Dol on a hot Sunday 
morning. Such an opportunity as Traube had given Hearne 
with that brief reference to Major Kalb was not to be missed. 
There were plenty of risks attached, but such risks were not 
only to be taken : they were to be welcomed. 

There were but few travellers on the narrow, twisting roads, 
and they were all Bretons. (The Germans would travel by 
the large, first-class road where there was less dust or rough- 
ness.) Some cycled like himself, their shoulders and heads 
bowed over -the low handle-bars, their feet rotating con- 
tinuously. Others plodded along between the green hedges 
and scattered orchards, a basket or a bundled cloth over an 
arm, their best black clothes already coated with the fine dust. 
They looked as hot as Hearne felt. Even a shimmer of heat 
was rising from the green grass. 

When he at lak reached the main road, he found his map 
calculations had been adequate enough. The towers of Dol’s 
cathedral welcomed him, pointing towards the blue sky and 
the hum of planes. It was strange, thought Hearne, how 
people had come to accept that mechanical drone above their 
hcadsy as if it were as natural as the wisps of white cloud. He 
watched the people walking in the streets under the balconies 
of the old houses. But no one looked upwards; no one shaded 
his eyes to ^e what planes could be seen. In the little square- 
which led to the Grande;Rue, the sun baked the cobble-stones, 
and the heat, thrown back in Hearnc’s face, stifled him. He 
dismounted and walked at the edge of the narrow slope of 
pavement, noting the uniforms. There were more uniforms 
than Breton costumes in the Grande-Rue. Air Force Per- 
sonnel. Air Force. Transport. Air Force. Air Force Per- 
sonnel. Transport. The Bremns he saw were either middle- 
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aged men or young boys. The younger men might now be 
conscripts in the labour volunteers,” like Picrcl’s son at Saint- 
Deodat. But it wasn't only Hcarne's age which made him 
seem conspicuous. Some of the uniformed men who brushed 
him aside into the flat gutter had looked pointedly at his natty 
grey suiting. Hearne wondered how long he would have to 
wheel this bicycle along the street before some one would stop 
him. It wouldn't be long, he guessed. 

He propped the bicycle against a cafe wall, and entered the 
airless room. He brushed die flies away from a ringed table, 
and ordered beer. He might as well wash out the taste of dust 
from his mouth before he was picked up by a curious Nazi. He 
settled himself as comfortably as possible on the narrow chair, 
ignored the proprietor’s curiosity, and returned the stare of 
the only other customer. The man went back to his newspaper. 

It wouldn't be long, he had guessed. He was right. The 
light beer was only half finished when the loud step of solid 
boots on stone broke the drowsy silence of the bar. Hearne, 
his back to the door, saw the tension on the proprietor’s face. 
The man at the corner table, after one look at the doorway, 
was still more engrossed in his newspaper. Hearne had only 
time to notice that the paper wasn't held so steadily as it had 
been, and then a loud voice said in atrocious French, “ Whose 
bicycle } '' 

Hearne swung round to face the two men. One was moon- 
faced, broad-shouldered; what hair was left on his head was 
very fair. The other, if he had had a club-foot, might have 
been Gocbbels’ twin brother. He had the lean and hungry 
look all right. 

Whose bicycle? ” It was the bald-headed man. 

Hearne rose. “ Mine.” 

“Your papers,” the large man demanded. Curlylocks 
wasn't wasting any time. Hearne searched quickly in his 
pocket. He brought out his identification card and Corlay’s 
list of his fellow traitors’ names. To the top of that list 
Hearne had pinned a sheet of paper. In square letters he had 
printed clearly : Take me to Major Kalb. Do not speak my 

NAME IN FRONT OF FrENCHMEN. 

The bald-headed man passed over the collection of papers to 
the thin, dark man. Both faces were quite impassive. 
f 
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It was the little Cassius who spoke next. “It is against 
the regulations to leave a bicydc blocking the narrow pavc« 
ment. You will accompany us. There will be a fine to 
pay.” 

Hcarne looked towards the corner table and the bar. The 
proprietor was busy with some glasses. The other man was 
reading as if his life depended on it. Perhaps it did. 

Hcarne held out his hand for the identification papers, but 
Cassius placed them in his own pocket. His smile was as false 
as his face. The risk had begun, Hcarne realized. He 
shrugged his shoulders, and fell into step between them. The 
quicker he got through this episode, the sooner he would see 
Kalb. 

The black-haired man walked with Hearne on the narrow 
pavement. He kept one hand on his revolver. He certainly 
wasn’t the trusting type, Hearne thought. Curlylocks 
followed, officially wheeling the offending bicycle. In this 
way Hearne retraced his steps on the Grande-Rue. There 
were fewer people in the street now. The distant sound of 
singing came to them as they crossed the narrow entrance to 
the cariiedral. Noonday service, Hearne calculated. And then 
the voices were hidden by the cluster of old houses, and they 
were passing under medieval gables and balustrades into the 
small square. It was at one of the larger houses here that the 
Nazis halted him. 

“ Inside.” 

Hearne obediently entered. A broad curve of staircase faced 
him along with its two S.S. men standing on guard. 

“Inside.” It was Cassius again. This time Hearne was 
guided by the arm into a small, square room at one side of the 
hall. It was shuttered and cool, but that was all that could be 
said for it. He was alone, with the small table and two chairs 
for company, and with the two Schutzstaffel men thumbing 
their belts outside. Through the shuttered windows he could 
see the square, and then the bright blue blouses, all the brighter 
in the glaring sun, of three young Breton boys. Then the 
splatch of colour was gone; and Hearne was left wondering 
just how comic it would seem to his friends when they heard 
he had walked of his own seeking into this dark house, out of 
the sunshine, never to sec it again. His friends would never 
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know in that case, he reminded himself. That would be a 
bitter joke for only himself to enjoy. 

Ten minutes. Fifteen minutes. Hcarnc paced the litdc 
room. He rehearsed his story carefully. That kept him from 
thinking about the chance that he might never be able to use 
it. Eighteen minutes. And then he heard the quick, precise 
footsteps of the dark-haired man. 

“ This way,” he said. The smile was still inscrutable. 

They mounted the stairs. The guards stood immobile. 
Hearne breathed more easily. His confidence in his plan re- 
turned. The dark-haired man pushed a door open on the first 
landing they reached. By its size and magnificence Hearne 
guessed this must be the most important floor in the house. 
His confidence increased, and he entered briskly. The man 
closed the door behind him, and again he was alone. 

But this time the room was large. There were pictures on 
the walls, an abundance of delicate furniture neatly arranged 
over the thick carpet. Flowers to match the long yellow silk 
curtains were massed at one corner of the large writing-desk. 
Elegant, Hearne thought, and moved his eyes from the desk 
on which lay his identification papers, thrown on top of a large 
glass-covered map. And business-like, he added, noting the 
rows of card-index bodies, the three telephones, and the large 
safe half hidden behind a carelessly draped tapestry on the 
panelled wall. He was sure now that the waiting period in 
the depressing room downstairs had seen a lot of activity in 
this mixture of office and boudoir. The telephones, the card- 
index ... A lot of activity : enough to let him stand here, 
anyway. Hearne smiled to himself. The papers so openly dis- 
played on the desk, the half-disclosed door of the safe, were 
rather touching in this, supposedly empty room. Even if they 
thought you were their friend these chaps couldn’t stop setting 
their litde traps, it seemed. He sat down on the nearest chair, a 
gilt-edged affair with spindle legs and a satin seat. The soft 
notes of a tremulous song filled the room. ‘‘ Holy Night.” 
. . . Hearne dropped the magazine he had picked up, and 
looked around him in amazement. And then the delicate 
sound gave him a clue. He stood up, and the music ceased. 

There was a laugh from behind him. Hearne turned roimd; 
the young man in officer’s uniform closed a side-room door, 
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and came forward. ‘‘ Amusing, isn’t it? ” he said in excellent 
French. “But not all my visitors arc obliging enough to 
choose that chair.” 

Hearne nodded. He was annoyed, and yet more relieved 
than annoyed, that he should have furnished the Nazi with 
some amusement. . 

The officer’s face was impassive now. “ You wanted to see 
me? ” 

Hearne noticed the captain’s insignia on the man’s uniform, 
and felt his irritation increase. He kept his voice smooth. “ I 
came to see Major Kalb, on the orders of Lieutenant Traube, 
stationed at Saint-Deodat. There were instructions, I believe, 
which Major Kalb was to give me. I am Bertrand Corlay, of 
Saint-Deodat, in charge of ” 

“ I know. I know.” The young man silenced Hearne with 
his hand. “ Why didn’t you come direct to this house? You 
knew the address.’* 

So that was something Corlay must have memorized and 
never entrusted to his private notes. Anything with direct 
reference to the Nazis had been carefully omitted from 
Corlay’s documents. Even the man Hans Ehrlich had only 
been recorded as H. 

Hearne said quickly, “ I arrived at an awkward time of 
day. I thought I would make myself presentable first, for as 
you sec I have been travelling; and I thought I would have 
something to eat so as not to disturb you at lunch-time. And 
then there is the man Bruncau. I wanted to find out how his 
work was going, before I had the honour of seeing Major 
Kalb.” ^ , 

The explanation wasn’t questioned. “ Sit ^own,” the Ger- 
man said, and took his place at the desk. “ Major Kalb has 
been called away very suddenly. I am his deputy, Captain 
Riedel. What did you want to see him about? ” 

“ I wanted to discuss the work of Bruneau with him.” 

“ It is satisfactory. As Lieutenant Traube noted in his very 
full report, Bruneau has a tendency to grumble. But he can 
be kept in line with adequate rewards,” 

“ That is what wOmes me.” 

“Whatr’ 

“ Adequate rewards. The fact that we have achieved such 
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results as we have, the fact that the fifteenth of August aiil 
victory are so near, is sufficient reward for anyone who is 
wholeheartedly with us.” 

The Nazi nodded. Hearne’s earnest eyes waited. Black 
hair, he was noting; brown eyes; mole on left cheek-bone; 
heavy eyebrows; tanned skin; long upper lip; undistinguished 
nose and chin. It was a pleasant enough face, except when the 
eyes were wary and the lips were tautened. But now the 
mouth had relaxed and the eyes were approving. 

Yes.? ” Captain Riedel said. 

“ On the other hand, Bruneau is a good worker. He will 
work very well, if only he is promised enough. And as he has 
been well trained for the last two years, it would be difficult 
to find some one with equal knowledge of this town and its 
surroundings. The data he has accumulated in the last two 
years are particularly necessary to us at this time.” 

“ I agree,” Captain Riedel said. He had relaxed against the 
back of his chair. His fingers were playing with Corla/s 
papers. He suddenly added, ‘‘ What made you think of this ? ” 
He picked up the sheet with the printed instruction Take me 
TO Major K^b. 

‘"'The chance that I would be questioned. I wanted no fuss 
over any arrest. The less my countrymen notice, the easier it 
will be for my work.” 

“ True. Now tell me, what else did you come to see Major 
Kalb about?” / 

“ So far the only general instructions which have been given 
our organization are to prepare for founding a sepa^tc Breton 
national state. I have been told, of course, about the fifteenth 
of August. But it seems to me that our organization could be 
of some use to you about that date.” 

“ In what way? ” There was a hint of amusement in the 
German’s voice. 

“ For counter-sabotage. Some soldiers must have been talk- 
ing; some quick French ears must have been listening.” 

The implication was not lost on Riedel. The amusement 
left his voice. “ So.” 

“ So. There are rumours among the people that something 
very big is about to happen. The date of August the fifeenth 
is beginning to be mentioned, here and there. That rumour 
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will spread. As the movements of troops and supplies, as our 
preparations increase in the next few weeks, even the sceptical 
will believe. You know the Bretons. You know what they 
will do.*’ 

‘‘Sabotage? But I assure you, Ck>rlay, that Ehrlich’s men 
will find out all we need to Imow.” 

“ The only men under Ehrlich who will find out anything 
from the Bretons will be those who are Bretons themselves. 
You know these people. They distrust even a man from Nor- 
mandy, or Bordeaux, or any other part of France.” 

Riedel nodded. “ I see. Then you suggest that Ehrlich 
should use your particular organization to discover any plots 
which his own men may fail to detect? ” 

“ Only if you agree with me that non-Bretons may fail to 
discover what is going on in the Breton mind.” 

Riedel was silent. His lower lip protruded and cupped the 
upper one. “ I am inclined to agree,” he said at last. And 
thpn suddenly, “Curse those Breton swine! They respond 
neither to smiles nor to kicks. They live within themselves, 
behind a prehistoric stone. wall that nothing breaks down. 
There’s only one thing they hate as much as a German, and 
that’s a Breton traitor. Be careful, you, Corlay. I shouldn’t 
like to be in your place if they find out about you.” 

“ They won’t.” Hearne’s jaws hardened. “ And I don’t 
consider myself a traitor. Captain Riedel. I’m a true patriot. 
I }(now that the only good for Brittany is Germany’s friend- 
^p and guidance.” His voice rang earnestly through the 
high-ccilinged room. 

Riedel’s anger had gone. He stared morosely at the map 
of the Channel coast resting under the glass top of the 
desk. “ These cursed Bretons,” he said. “ When will they 
learn? ” 

“ With time and patience. We shall try that first. Later, 
when the war is over, we can try harder discipline. But now 
there is first the problem of their autonomy; and secondly — 
and I diink this is more important — ^therc is the complete suc- 
cess of our undertaking against the British. For without that, 
the war will be long. And of all the invasion coast, we are 
rcsponablc for the most difficult area to control. If we fail in 
Brittany, if sabotage hinders any of the Fiihrer’s plans, not 
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only will you and Major Kalb and Ehrlich be called to account, 
but. Captain Riedel, I and my friends will be held responsible, 
too. For that reason, it is necessary that we know just where 
we are to guard against possible sabotage, just where the 
danger points are, just where materials and men are being 
assembled. Then I can warn the rest of my men/’ Hearne 
pointed quickly to the map. ‘‘ Look, Captain Riedel. Here 
is Number 8 in Dol, Number 6 in Saint-Malo, Number 5 in 
Rennes, Number 9 in Combourg, Number 3 in Paimpol, Num- 
ber 4 in Saint-Brieuc, Number 10 in Dinan. These alone 
could find out a great deal, if they were only told what they 
were to guard against. But now, all we’re told is to get the 
Bretons to vote the right way. They may vote the way we 
want them to, but that won’t prevent them conspiring to 
sabotage. They just couldn’t resist the chance if they got it! 
And even a small piece of sabotage can dislocate a r^way, a 
canal, a main highway, an aerodrome, just on the very eve of 
its usefulness.” 

Why don’t you tell this to Ehrlich? ” There was a touch 
of a sneer in the German’s voice. Hearne remembered Tacitus 
and his observations on the Germanic tribes. Invidia, spite, 
was their worst fault : that, and the baseless fear of being en- 
circled. Tacitus, or was it Caesar? Not that it mattered. Only 
the observation mattered now. 

Hearne, concentrating on invtdtay said gloomily, ‘‘ Oh, he 
isn’t there. Nor is Lisa Lange,” and watched foedd inno- 
cently. “ Now I hear from Traube that they may not be back 
for another week or so.” 

Riedel rose abruptly. He paced the room. “ Ehrlich has 
summoned Major Kalb. Dragged him away from some 
trouble at the coast.” 

Do you know when the Major will return? If only we 
had more time before the fifteenth, we could wait for his 
advice.” 

Riedel looked angrily at Hearne. am in Major Kalb’s 
place at the moment. I know what he knows, and I can make 
any necessary judgments.” But he still paced the room. 

Hearne said slowly, *‘And Traube won’t be any help to 
us. The army has its own job. The detection of sabotage is 
left to Ehrlich’s department, or to your own. It is the Gestapo 
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and the Schutzstaffel who will be blamed by the High Com- 
mand if we overlook any dangers/’ 

Riedel shook his head impatiently. ‘‘ I know. I know,” he 
said irritably. But his decision was almost made. 

Suddenly he halted, and then moved quickly to the desk. 
He was now a man of action. ‘‘Where did you say these 
men of yours were stationed? ” 

“Here,” said Corlay, “and here, and here. . . .” He 
pointed to the map, town by town. 

“ Well, as you’ve already been told, the zero date is August 
the fifteenth. Aerodromes are now almost complete along this 
part of the coast” — ^the captain’s finger swept across the 
flat plains north of Dol — “ and from them will develop 
Phase Two of our attack : Bristol, Plymouth, and the southern 
ports will be destroyed. Phase One, the attack on the Channel 
shipping and die Channel fleet, has already well begun.” 

“ But the British aerodromes? ” 

“ Attended to, from farther north. But here, what we have 
to worry about is the maintenance of a steady flow of material 
and troops to the north coast of Brittany from the Paris- 
Rcimes-Brest railway. Our men are already arriving, and con- 
centrating west of Saint-Brieuc. Others must be enabled to 
reinforce them continuously. Barges and light craft are being 
assembled. Tidal seaports along these miles of sand have to 
be guarded with particular care.* So far the enemy has con- 
centrated his attacks on the Norman and Belgian coasts. So 
far our shipping has been safe in the small harbours of North- 
ern Brittany. Southern Brittany’s better harbours are more 
under suspicion.” Riedel jabbed at the map of the northern 
coast, angrily. “ At these six points^'' he said, “ your men 
must take special precautions to maintain order. Under pro- 
tcctiem of the aerial attacks of Phase Two, our barges and ships 
will sail- Phase Three . . His finger swept up towards 
the south-west of England, and into the Bristol Channel. His 
eyes were fixed on the south of Ireland. He flicked his fingers 
over Cork. “ If need be,” he said, and disposed of the Irish 
problem. 

He added, “ TTiat is siifficient for your purpose, Corlay.” 

“ Yes, Captain Riedel. I’ll direct my men immediately as 
you suggest, and as soon as they karn <rf any possible sabotage 
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ril inform you at once. And, of course. Til inform Ehrlich. 
Then you can instruct your men to contact my informants and 
go to work. This plan of yours. Captain Riedel, will be a 
double safeguard. The army will be in your debt, more than 
they will ever know.” 

Riedel was pursing his lips at the map. “ Just what are you 
going to tell your Breton agents ? ” he said suddenly. 

“ Only to ensure that there is no disturbance in those parti- 
cular areas. Til put the fear of death in them, without telling 
them the reason why. That is your suggestion? ” 

“ That is my suggestion.” Riedel folded the identification 
papers and pushed them across the desk. 

Hearne buttoned his jacket. He was a very serious, very 
exalted member of the chosen hand. He gave their masterful 
salute, and uttered their brief confession of faith. 

“One more thing. How are you returning to Saint- 
Deodat?” 

“ The way I came. It isn’t far. And a bicycle will arouse 
no suspicion among the Bretons.” 

Riedel nodded, and looked at the map. Hearne ref>eatcd 
the salute. Outside the door of the room, the sardonic man 
was waiting for him to conduct him downstairs. The bicycle 
was in the hall. 

Outside he paused to run two fingers round his sodden 
collar. For a moment he halted and leaned on the bicycle; 
then he was painfully negotiating the cobbled surface of the 
square. 

The towers of DoFs cathedral dropped behind him. Hearne, 
keeping his eyes fixed on the white road ahead, only saw a 
map under glass and the nervous forefinger which had tapped 
so peremptorily. Here, and here, and here . . .six points to 
remember. 
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CHAPTER xxm At the Hotel Perro 

I N the week that followed Hearne made good use of his time. 

Afterwards he wondered just what it was that had impelled 
him to work so constantly and so hard, almost as if he had 
foreseen dimly what was going to happen. Then he would 
laugh at himself, for no one except the most second-sighted 
Celt would have foreseen that. But there was no doubt of 
the solid fact — ^hc had made good use of his time. 

Each morning he would drop his damp, muddy clothes on 
his bedroom floor, and then drop his numbed body on to the 
thickness of his bed. When he awoke his clothes would be 
gone, and later he would find them dried and brushed, or 
even washed, in the kitchen downstairs. At first he thought 
it was Albertine who* was responsible. Then one morning 
when sleep was difficult — ^the morning after his visit to the 
aerodromes outside Dol, where he had almost been caught by 
a German patrol — ^he had wakened at the sound of the care- 
fully opened door. It was Anne who came in so quietly and 
gathered up the filthy clothes. He hadn’t moved, pretending 
to be asleep. She had gone as quickly and silently as she had 
come. 

When he rose and dressed, it seemed as if his footsteps over- 
head had been the signal for Anne to have hot food ready for 
him. He wondered just how she had silenced Albertine, who 
scarcely raised *one of her meagre eyebrows when he came 
down so late. Normally there would have been a feeling of 
thunder in the air at such nonsensical upsetting of routine. 
But instead the weather continued fair and warmer. Alber- 
tine, eternally busy, would work about the kitchen while Anne, 
after she had served his meal, would sit across the table from 
him and talk. Never anything about themselves or the farm, 
never a hint of a question about the mud on his boots or the 
tired look on his face. She talked about the village, which 
she visited daily — as if she had guessed intuitively that that 
was what he wanted. And Albertine would join in the con- 
versation, too, telling what she had heard that morning after 
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Mass. In this way Hearne knew almost as much about the 
village as i£ he had been staying next door to the H6tel Perro 
and the Gestapo. 

Kerenor had been turned out of his room at the inn. And 
he had gone to live with Guezennec, of all people ! It was as 
much a symbol of the burying of old quarrels and jealousies 
as anything. Gu^zennec, the old schoolmaster, and Ker^or, 
his successor, were now together under the same roof; and 
Hearne was willing to bet their conversation wasn’t entirely 
scholarly, cither. 

The Trouins had opened their kitchen as a free house : there 
was no room in the small bar of the Hotel Perro for any of 
the villagers. Instead, they brought their cider along with 
them to the Trouins’, and sat round the large wooden table 
in the evenings until nine o’clock came and it was time for 
all Frenchmen to be oflE the street. 

On the day of the weekly market the Bretons were amazed 
at the quickness with which their produce was bought. The 
market was over before it was begun, and the farmers found 
themselves with the right number of “ occupation marks ” 
(printed, it was whispered, in a van which stood with the 
trucks and tents on the green meadow below the church) in 
their hands, but with none of their usual purchases. For there 
was nothing left for the Bretons to purchase or to barter with. 
One large farmer, Laennec, hadn’t liked the set prices; his 
vegetables were a bigger and better crop than those he had 
sold last month for more money. He insisted on an increase 
in price, or at least an equal barter exchange, and had gone so 
far as to argue. He wasn’t good at keeping his temper. 
Before Monsieur le Cure could reach him and lead him away 
to discuss the new regulations, he had thrown the worthless 
marks in the face of the nearest German soldier. By the time 
Monsieur le Cur^ had pushed his way to the spot all he saw 
was hot-headed Laennec being marched to the small town hall 
at the side of the market-place. From there he had been trans- 
ferred to working on the roads. Quite a number had been 
‘recruited’ for that job; but it was particularly hard on the 
La^necs, for (unlike Picrel’s son and the others who were 
now working on the road which led through Saint-Deodat) 
Laennec himself had been sent to some foreign country. No 
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one knew where, although the guesses were as wild as they 
were numerous. Not even his wife knew. Old Madame Picrel 
had closed up her shop — she said her son could take care of 
anything left to sell — and had gone up to the small Laennec 
farm to help. It was difficult for Marie Laennec, with three 
small children and a baby still to be born. Even old Monsieur 
Gu&ennec had left his books to go up there to help with the 
digging. The German colonel-in-command of the district 
announced that he had’ been extremely lenient. 

Otherwise, as Albertine said, things were as normal as you 
could expect. As normal on the surface, Hearne amended to 
himself. The Germans were being rigorously correct. No 
incidents, no Frightfulness, so far. Nothing like the last 
German invasion. Hearne, watching Albertine’s relief, didn^t 
voice his thoughts. What was the good of saying “ Just wait 
until they arc retreating : wait then, and see how they leave 
you’"? Instead, he listened to the description of the band 
which played each day at noon in the market-place, of the 
quickness with which huts were being built to replace the tents 
under the trees below the church. Even when Albertine mar- 
velled at the fact that some houses in the village had been left 
unbilleted while German soldiers were sleeping in wooden 
huts, Hearne kept silent. It would only worry her to realize 
the meaning of that fact. The colonel had decided to keep 
a good portion of his men together, and not let them be 
scattered. Then he could use diem for quick action if that 
were necessary. Careful man, the colonel : thoroughly realistic. 
Praktisch, 

But the news which seemed most extraordinary to Albertine 
and Anne was that the annual Pardon^ the procession and 
the in honour of Saint-Deodat, had not been banned. It was 
to take place as usual next Sunday. This year the village had 
decided not W have any festivities after the religious ceremony, 
when offerings were carried to the church and those taking 
part in the procession mounted the worn stone steps on their 
knees, up to the sacred shrine preserving the bones of their 
Saint. On Sunday all the people from me village, from the 
farms on the hillsides, would be in the market-place. All would 
be dressed in their complete national costume. All would bring 
what they could spare from their fields and kitchens. Every 
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one was pleased, Albertine had said. Except Kerenor, Anne 
had added — he was worried. He couldn’t guess why the 
Pardon had been permitted, and that worried him< Again 
Hearne could have given them all an answer. The Pardon 
had been permitted because it suited Hans and Elise and their 
present policy : the Breton nationalists were to be ‘ persuaded ’ 
into accepting a se;parate Breton state. How could any Bretons 
be persuaded into co-operation i£ religious traditions were to be 
banned? And why the importance of this separate Breton 
state to the Nazis, except that it would be the beginning of 
the skilful disintegration of France? Alsace; Lorraine; Brit- 
tany; the north, with its coal-fields and industries; the Mediter- 
ranean south. ... So Hearne listened, and said nothing. 
What was the good? 

When the women’s news was exhausted, he would go back 
to his room. There he worked on his notes, listing his findings 
of the previous night, copying them into his own shorthand, 
adding careful diagrams or neat two-inch-scale maps when it 
was necessary for extreme accuracy. Then the sheets of thin 
paper joined the others behind the false panel in the bookcase, 
and he would pay his short daily visit to Madame Corlay. 
After that, it was a matter of preparing with the map for the 
journey he would make next night. He had to know each 
mile of ground forward, backward, and sideways. 

It was a simple enough routine, but it was producing results. 
The railway, the roads, the canal — all these had repaid his 
visits. Trucks, oil-tanks, barges, concentrations of material 
and troops, construction work, all found their place in the 
notes on the square miles which formed his “ district.” And 
^ above all, the airfields which were being built to the north of 
Dol. He could feel some pleasure as he looked at the book- 
case each morning. Thank you, Captain Riedel,” he would 
say, and he would salute it informally with one finger and a 
wide grin. That was how he was feeling these days. He 
ought to have known that the luck was too good to hold. 
Especially after that long night near Dol, when the patrol just 
missed him by so little . . . just by a bullet grazing his thigh. 
He ought to have known. Perhaps, deep underneath, he did. 

For when the Germans came, he rose to his feet almost 
calmly. No time to move, no time to get away by the back 
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door. There were footsteps in the yard. Anyway, he thought, 
there was nothing left lying about upstairs to incriminate him. 
He even gave Anne, her eyes wide with fear, a smile of en- 
couragement. 

It was Albertine who had voiced their thoughts as the 
pounding came to the front door and they heard it open. 

The Boches/’ she had said, and crossed herself as if the 
Devil himself had arrived. Anne rose from the table where 
she had been sitting as he finished his bowl of soup. She had 
been laughing at something he had said. Her lips were stiU 
parted, but the laugh had cSed in her throat. 

He was on his feet, too. And yet he was calm enough, as if 
he were only reacting to something which he had been long 
expecting. 

He had only time to say to the two white-faced women 
** Keep silent! ” and then the German lieutenant walked into 
the kitchen. His hand was on his revolver. Two armed 
soldiers were behind him. Two more entered from the back 
door. 

“ Corlay?” In appearance, even in voice, the man was a 
duplicate of Deichgraber. 

Albertme’s hand had gone to her mouth as if she were hold- 
ing in a scream. Anne stood as still and white a statue. She 
hardly seemed to breathe. 

“ Yes. What do you want? ” 

The officer pointed with his revolver to the door. At 
once I he said. 

Why? ” 

“Atoned” 

Hcarne shni^ed his shoulders. He left the two women 
standing beside the table. Albertine was crying silently, her 
hand s^I held to her lips. Anne was as rigid as if she were 
facing a firing squad herself. He felt her eyes follow him into 
the yard. 

In the high field old Jean and Marie were standing, watch- 
ing. Henri had gone. 

Past the heap of hay on the cobbled yard, past the pool of 
water which gleamed beside the well, past the empty cart lying 
backwards with its shafts pointing into the air. And then 
they were round the corner of the house. He looked up in- 
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voluntarily at Madame Corlay’s front window. She was there. 
She had left her chair; and she was trying to pull the window 
open. She must have succeeded, because as they took the path 
to Saint-Dcodat he could hear her voice. Perhaps the solid 
Germans grouped round him didn’t know Breton : for 
Madame Corlay’s sake, he hoped not. 

And then he saw Henri. Henri had reached the orchard. 
He was standing there, near the third tree in the seventh row. 
And then there were only the fields, and the dovecote, and 
Anne’s farm, and the thin fringe of trees. . . . 

To-day was the nineteenth : Friday the nineteenth. To- 
morrow Elise should arrive. So it couldn’t be that Kerteor 
had told her about his warning. In any case, Kerenor was not 
a teller of tales. No, it couldn’t have been that. Or was it that 
Deichgraber had been found still alive ? Or that Ehrlich’s mis- 
sion to Mont Saint-Michel had resulted in the arrest of Plehec 
and Duclos.'^ Or that Captain Riedel had become suspicious.? 
Or that Henri had got drunk and talked about the American? . 
Or had the boat which sailed for Penzance been captured ? Or 
what? If only he knew, then he could muster up some kind of 
stoiy, perhaps even be able to deny enough to give himself a 
brief respite, a chance to collect his notes from the bookcase 
and head for the coast to-night. He cursed silently to himself 
as they crossed the stone bridge into the village street. Even if 
he could only get a chance to make for the coast, he could 
always leave his notes behind. He remembered enough of the 
main details to do without them if necessary. But the real 
problem was letting Duclos know in time, so that he could be 
picked up on the French coast as arranged. For originally, 
before van Cortlandt blew in on the scene to 'alter things, 
Hearne’s plan had been to visit Mont Saint-Michel just as he 
was ready to leave. Then Duclos would have sent out the 
chief items of his information — to make sure of its arrival — 
and then let Matthews know from where and when he was 
leaving. Matthews had given him the choice of three suitable 
places. Well, how it looked as if he couldn’t use that choice. 
Now he wouldn’t even be able to get word in time to Duclos 
by the boat which had brought him back from the Bay of Mont 
Saint-Michel. He didn’t fancy spending any extra days or 
nights* on the shores of Brittany, waiting for his message to 
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reach Duclos and then Matthews : not with the Gestapo hot 
on his trail. Now he’d better just try to get any boat and sail 
across the Channel, alone if necessary. 

They had left the road and turned west into the market- 
place, following its south side and the narrow pavement lead- 
ing to the H6tel Perro. This was the way he had come when 
he was looking for Henri, on the day the Gestapo had first 
appeared in Saint-Deodat. The Nazi flag was still there, but now 
there was also a detachment of soldiers in fatigue uniform with 
spades and picks over their shoulders. They swung through 
the square. They were singing, loudly, carefully, operatically. 
A few civilians, their eyes averted, hurried on their business, 
or stopped to speak quietly and briefly to one another. The 
German words marched in perfect unison. They flattened your 
feelings as if they were a steam-roller, Hearne thought. Even 
when the hard smind of exact boots had blurred in the distance, 
the chorus of voices remained like a bitter echo in your heart. 

They passed two men : one old and white-haired, the other 
short and fat with his priest’s hat squarely set above a kindly 
face,, now more stern than good-humoured. The Cure and his 
companion looked at Hearne with only half interest, and 
backed against the wall to let the officer, the four soldiers, and 
Hearne pass. 

They mustn’t get the wrong idea, Hearne decided. He 
wasn’t coming to visit his Nazi friends with a bodyguard to 
protect him. He pretended to step out of line towards the 
priest. It worked. The soldier behind him caught his arm 
roughly and forced him back into his place. There could be 
no doubt at all of the way the soldiers had crowded more closely 
around him,* no doubt at all of the lieutenant’s animosity in the 
quickly ' barked command, the sudden movement of hand to 
revolver. He didn’t Object even to the way in which two 
soldiers held him with unnecessary vehemence as they urged 
him into the hotel. Behind him Ae two men were standing 
motionless against Ae wall : but Aeir eyes had followed him 
wiA an interest which had become real. 

Now, Aought Hearne savagely as he was pushed Arough 
Ac restaurant, Kerenor will perhaps believe my message. But 
at Ae moment Aat was cold comfort. 

They had crossed the floor of Ac empty restaurant. To their 
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right the bar seemed empty, too. It was quiet enough. The 
lieutenant halted at the back of the room, and khocked neatly 
and politely on a door. 

A voice said Herein!^* And again two of the soldiers 
gripped his arms and almost ran him through the door after 
the officer. Just inside the room they halted, still gripping his 
arms. 

There were people in the room. He could hear movements 
— z cough, two men talking quickly to the lieutenant. But he 
could not see any of them, for a large draught screen stood 
across the entrance, shutting off the room. The two soldiers 
holding him had halted behind it. All he could see was a side 
view of some heavy furniture backed against the wall at this 
end of the room. Not Breton furniture, either. Probably this 
had been Madame Ferro’s living-room, and the furniture had 
been brought with her when Sie came to the village. He 
noted some cheap prints in massive frames oh the plaid wall- 
paper : they were views of towns. By stretching his neck, he 
could see the three nearest — ^views of one town, he corrected 
himself. Views of Strasbourg. So that was where Madame 
Perro and her charming niece came from — Strasbourg. ‘That 
was quite possible. That explained a lot of things, quite a lot. 

One of the soldiers had noticed his interest in the pictures. 
He knocked Hearnc’s head to face the screen, with a side blow 
from his fist. Charming fellows, Hearne thought, and then 
the ^oice which had given the command ** Herein!*^ spoke 
once more. 

“ Bring him forward.” 

, Damn it all, you don’t need to shove me about with so much 
relish, Hearne thought savagely, and checked die impulse to 
hit the short nose of the long-chinned private who had taken 
a particular pleasure in a heavy grip on his arm. The two 
soldiers let him go so suddenly that he almost stumbled. He 
caught his balance, straightened himself in time, and looked 
at the table in front of him. 

Three men faced him across it. Only one of them was a 
soldier ; a captain. There, but for the grace of God and a 
quicksand, would probably have sat Deidigraber. The other 
two men, watching him intentiy wdfh that close-eyed, tight- 
lipped look peculiar to their breed, didn’t need their darker 
Q 
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uniforms to identify them. So the boys themselves were here, 
thought Hearne: the perverts, the sodomites, the torturers. 
Pleasant time he was going to have. The young lieutenant 
saluted smartly and turned on his heel. The soldiers followed 
him out of the room. He could hear the sound of heaty boots 
diminishing through the echoing restaurant. 

And then a door, which must have led from the bar itself, 
opened and closed. The girl who had entered paused, with 
her shoulder leaning back against its panels as she looked 
round the room. There was an amused smile on her lips, a 
tilt to her head which showed the line of her neck, a flicker 
of black eyelashes veiling the green eyes. 

Hearne felt a stab of admiration. The timing, the gestures, 
the entrance, were all so perfect. It was a pity that the three 
men were absorbed in watching his face. He took a step 
forward. 

“ Elise,'^ he said, with sufficient enthusiasm and relief and 
surprise. 

She walked across to the armchair beside the window. She 
settled herself on one of its arms, curving her legs to the side 
lie a ballet dancer, one arm stretched along its back. She 
lookwl at him directly for the first time. Her eyes widened. 

WcU,” she said, “ and how, arc you, Mr Hearne? ” 


CHAPTER XXIV One More Day 

H earne was conscious that the eyes of the three Germans had 
never left his face. He fbreed himself to^ watch Elise, to 
keep his look of enthusiasm and relief and surprise in place. 
Now he added blank amazement as well. “ Elise ! ” he said 
again. And then, *‘Is this some kind of a joke? If it is, 
then it^s a poor one,” 

Elise dropped her posing along with her pseudo-ariiuscmcnt. 
She was sitting very erect now, looking at him quite coldly. 
“Is it, Mr Hearne? ” 
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“ Is it what? What’s that you keep saying? Mistercrn- 
mistercrn.” He ran the words quickly together to form a 
meaningless jumble. 

If he was really lost, really discovered, then he was taking 
the risk of adding a lot of amusement to their present pleasure. 
He had always promised himself that, once he was hopelessly 
caught, he wouldn’t give his captors the joy of watching him 
invent. But now he was finding that the word ‘ hopeless ’ 
didn’t have much authority. He was caught, yes; but until he 
knew more about the evidence he wasn’t going to admit he 
was hopeless. It would have been just as easy for a strong 
swimmer to commit suicide by drowning : even as his mind 
was telling him to sink, his subconscious struggled to keep 
him afloat. 

Hearne looked angrily at the men. What is all this about, 
anyway? ” he said. 

One of the shark-jawed men spoke for the first time. His 
remark was not addressed to Hearne. I told you this was 
the wrong treatment for this man. Now, perhaps, you will 
let us follow our own methods.” 

The German captain moved impatiendy in his chair. “ The 
colonel has ordered this examination,” he stated abruptly. He 
narrowed his eyes at a sheet of paper in front of him, 

, ** Your name? ” he said to Hearne. There was^'bnly hard 
efficiency and determined routine in his voice. 

The shark-faced Gestapo man caught his breath audibly. 
He was watching the officer how with barely concealed amuse- 
ment. The captain ignored the byplay, and proceeded, with 
at least outward calm, through all the stereotyped question- 
naire. Date of birth, place of birth, mother’s name, father’s 
name, education, religion, attendance at university, date of 
father’s death, date of uncle’s death, other relatives living, 
income, political activities, career in peace-time, army service. 
Hearne, keeping his mind alert, concentrated on the questions, 
on the way they were asked. He replied easily and assuredly. 
But he knew that, although there was an undercurrent of 
friction between the army officer and the Gestapo man, it did 
not mean the officer would be easy to deal with. He was 
apparently some kind of liaison or military intelligence man, 
who came into contact with the Gestapo side of the occupation 
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forces in cases of common policy, or of certain aspects of 
army morale, or of citizen morale when it interested the army. 
He was probably Deichgraber’s successor : that he obviously 
enjoyed his work less than the late unlamcnted ditch-digger 
didn’t mean that he was disposed to any kindness for me 
prisoner uiider interrogation. He was only determined that 
the Gestapo was to be kept in its proper place, that the army’s 
power should be unrelaxed. And so the dry, impersonal voice 
continued with the endless questions. And so Hearne con- 
centrated and replied with all the strength of the details he had 
so painfully memorized. The way in which he acquitted him- 
self, down to a concise account of his rescue from Dunkirk 
by a French trawler which had brought him as a shell-shocked 
casualty to Brest, didn’t have any effect on the hard, business- 
like tpnc of the captain. But the two other men were now 
watching him thoughtfully; and it gave Hearne some pleasure 
to see a puzzled look on the girl’s face when he answered one 
question direedy from Corlay’s secret diary. She hadn’t 
expected that. 

The captain asked his last question. Hearne gave a straight 
answer. The German hesitated for a moment-^is first sign 
of uncertainty — ^and then looked at the two others. 

The shark-faced one said, “ We expected something like 
this. We’ll continue the investigatioih — ^with your permission, 
Captain Holz.” 

The third man, who had been silently examining his finger- 
nails, looked at Elise and said, “ In my opinion, all form of 
oral investigation is useless.” His voice, like his face, was 
razor*:f4^ed. He was the lad who would now spend his time 
in tbihkingup variations of torture, instead of inventing filthy 
jokesr— as no doubt had done before he had turned political. 
Razorpuss was going to supply several ba<4 quarters of an hour 
before he had^ finidxed. He could hardly wait to get his 
innings, Hearne thought; that was obvious. 

Elise came forward and leaned against the end of the tabic. 
She smelled like a flower-garden on a hot August morning. 

‘^I’d like to know what all this is about,” Hearne said 
petulantly, and looked angrily at the girl. “This is really 
intolerable, Elise.” 

She siniled with little sweetness. One eyebrow was raised, 
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the eyelids were half lowered. “Very pretty so far, Mr 
Hearne. But your feat of memory is unfortunately in vain. 
Here is something which arrived yesterday. Captain Holz — 
may I?” 

She stretched out an arm, and Holz placed a sheet of paper 
silently in her hand. He looked as if he would be much 
happier sitting at his desk, planning the occupation of the 
Isle of Wight by parachute troops as an advance base against 
Southampton. 

Elise looked at the sheet for a moment, as? if to totalize 
Hearne. He was keeping the same look of indignant aimoy- 
ance on his face for tihe benefit of the others" watchful eyes. 
He took the piece of paper when it was at last handed to mm 
with an air of unconcern. He looked at it apd thought, They 
can sec my face but thank God they can’t feel my heart. He 
said, a treacherous tightening in his throat almost spoiling his 
attempt at anger, “ What the devil is this? ” 

It was a small sheet of paper with rough scallops edging 
one side where it had been torn from a loose-leaf dia:^. It 
was dirty, apd creased with many folds. The writing was in 
penc^, small, scribbled, spilling over into the margins; but it 
was undeniably the writing of Bertrand Corlay. 

“ Elise, 'my own,” it began, “ you may be in grave danger. 

I am here in England at the Downside Hospital near Bath. 
Was brought here after Dunkirk with shattered thigh, nearly 
"dead. Only thoughts of you kept me alive. A man, looking 
like my image in the mirror, came to visit me constantly. I 
answered al} hia questions, told him many details of my fife 
^ nothing about us, because I knew I must prove I was 
Strand Corlay and not a German. The English are much 
afraid of Fifth Columnists. I haven’t seen &is man for a 
month. He may be now in Saint-D&dat, for at the last I 
found out that was his purpose. He looks like me, his voice 
grew like mine, but he is English. I asked cautiously for my 
friend who had visited* me. Only two days ago, I asked a 
young doctor. That way I found his name is Hern. Yester- 
day Jacques Lassarre came to see me before he sailed. He 
came here from Dunkirk, too, but is now going back to France. 

I have asked him to send you this note when he arrives in 
France. Am writing under difficulties. All letters examined, 



248 ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 

but L. will smuggle this out. I shall return soon. Still two 
boat-loads of wounded to sail to France. Lying here tortured 
to death with thoughts of you.” 

Then followed two lines over which Hearne had shuddered 
when he had first seen them in Corlay’s diary. 

Tes beaux chevcux, coulcur du solcil riche ct sombre, 

Ils scront mon abri, me pimant dans leur ombre.” 

And then the signature : Bertrand Corky.” 

Hearne looked up at the four intent faces. His eyes were 
incredulous. Damn that pip-squeak of a doctor, he was think- 
ing. It must have been Paton, who had known him at Cam- 
bridge, who thought he had a nice cushy job in Whitehall 
and used to greet him when they accident^ly met by saying, 

Well, how goes the rubber stamp these days ? ” And Paton, 
out of ignorance and genial bedside manner, had answered 
Corky’s innocent question. Blast Paton and bkst the fates 
diat had stationed him at Downside Hospital. 

Hearne looked down at the sheet of paper again, and then 
quickly kick at Elise. “ What the devil is this.? ” he asked. 

“ What do you suppose? ” 

“ It’s a letter from me to you, but I never wrote it.” 

No, you certainly did not,” the shark-faced man said, and 
kughed at his joke. 

“It’s no kughing matter.” Hearne was indignant and 
angry. He read aloud thoughtfully, “ E][isc, my own, you 
may be m grave danger. . . He looked again at Elise. 
“ Indeed you may, and so may I, and all those who work with 
us.” The intensity and urgency of his voice silenced even 
SharkfaOe. ^ 

“ Whoever wrote this,” Hearne went on, “ knows about us, 
and is trying to upset our plans by the only means he has : by 
sowing suspicion! Cleverly done, too. See, he scribbled it 
hurriedly, so that if he made any mistakes in copying my 
writing then you would only think it was due to haste.” 

“ And just where would he learn your handwriting? ” 
Sharkface asked caustically. 

“ Only one place possible. The poem proves that. I had it 
written down in my diary. I was working over the last couplet. 
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He has copied it down the old way/’ Hearne quoted the 
lines: 


Your tresses fair, like the sun’s gold at setting, 

Bring me sweet shelter, languorous forgetting. 

I was changing that to 

“ Your golden hair, like the sun’s rich setting, 

Brings me sweet peace and deep forgetting. 

But he couldn’t guess that. . . .” The injured poet threw the 
sheet of paper contemptuously on the table. 

The Germans exchanged amused glances. Good, thought 
Hearne : the more of a fool they think me, the more chance I 
have. 

“And just where would this man find this interesting 
diary?” Sharkface prided himself, it seemed, on heavy 
sarcasm. 

“ I don’t know. . . . The last time I saw it was before Dum 
kirk. I lost everything there.” 

“ Do I understand you mean to say ” began Sharkface 

with bogus politeness. 

^ “ I mean what I say,*^ cut in Hearne angrily. “ Enough of 
this foolishness. We are obviously in danger.” 

Sharkface turned a dull red. He leaned forward, opening 
his mouth to shout. 

“One moment.” It was the captain. “Who is the man 
Lassarre? ” 

“ There was a man of that name in my unit,” Hearne 
guessed wildly. It did well enough to fill the gap at the 
moment. But only for the moment. 

“ We shall find that out,” Captain Holz said, and settled 
calmly back in his chair. Sharkface made a note on the pad 
in front of him. 

“ In my opinion, all form of oral investigation is useless.” 
It was Razorpuss again. He was a man of one idea, it seemed. 
Hearne could make a good guess at that idea, too, lookmg at 
the tight eyes and spade-cut mouth, the sleek hair, sloping 
brow, and mgh, thin nose. 

“ There’s still one thing, gentlemen,” Elise said slowly — but 
her voice had lost something of its confidence. Gentlemen. 
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. . Hearne smothered his smile before it reached his lips. 
He looked reproachfully at Elise, in as good an imitation of 
a hurt dog as he could manage. She moved quickly over to 
the door which led into the bar. 

Hans! ” she called^ and there was the sound of footsteps. 
Several footsteps. So that was it, so that was it. Heari|e felt 
a surge of excitement as his fears over this last test gave way 
to relief. So that was it! The real Corky knew Hans, the 
false Corky didn’t. At least, that was what Elise believed. 

Three men followed each other through the narrow door, 
and stood there in a group. All wore ordinary lounge suits. 
All looked at Hearne with the same blank look. He let recog- 
nition come into his eyes as they fell on the dark young man 
who had been Deichgraber’s dinner companion in Plfliec’s 
rc^urant, who had walked on the ramparts of Mont Saint- 
Michel with Elise. 

Well, Hans,” he said, and so you’ve got back from Paris. 
Had a nice trip? ” His voice was acid. He glanced at Elise. 
There was veiled jealousy in that look. And then he turned 
on Hans, 

‘ “ You wouldn’t know, would you, my dear Hans, about a 
letter supposed to have been written by me? ” His tone was 
vitriol itself. 

The attack took the Nazi by surprise. Then his face red- 
dened with anger and he came quicHy forward into the room. 
Elise was sitting quite still on the edge of the desk. 

The underlying suggestion had not been lost on Captain 
Hofe. He rose ahiiptly to his feet, marked distaste in every 
movemoi^ “ Enough! ” he said inr German, and he did not 
add gentlemen,” Enough 1 This is developing into a ser- 
vants’ brawl.’^ 

There was a cold silence. The others hadn’t liked that; 
Elise least of all. 

Holz spoke igain. “ Have your men. Captain Ehrlich, been 
detailed to search the farm? 

Ehrlich answered, “ They have not yet returned with their 
report. Captain Holz.” 

Holz nodded thoughtfully. “We must find this Lassarre. 
What Wa^ that postmark? 

“ Bordeaux,” Elise’s voice was toneless. She didn’t look at 
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Hearnc. He was thinking. Bordeaux was a big place. ' At 
least, he had some kind of breathing space until Lassarrc was 
found. Even allowing for the Gestapo’s loving care, there was 
still that breathing space. As long as there was no wall behind 
your back and no firing squad facing you, there was still a 
chance. It wasn’t hopeless yet. 

The men had risen. 

** Elise,” Hearne said in desperation. “ Elise. What has 
happened to you? ” But he was damned if he was going to 
fall on his knees and plead with her as the emotional Corlay 
probably would have done. 

Her eyes wavered, and then she walked to the window. She 
had made her decision. 

“ Take him away now,” she said. So she was clever enough 
to know that she had lost his'loyalty. Whether he was found 
guilty or innocent, she couldn’t command his blind obedience 
after this. “ At once,” she added oyer her shoulder, as if she 
were ordering a table to be cleared of soiled dishes. Her pro- 
file against the light from the window was as perfect as she 
probably hoped. 

Rizorpuss motioned with the fingers he had examined so 
thoroughly. The two men beside Ehrlich advanced, grasped 
Hearne by each arm, and propelled him towards the screen 
and the restaurant door. Behind them came the man with the 
razor-face. He had drawn his revolver. They were taking no 
chances, it seemed- Hearne relaxed, and walked easily. He 
wasn’t going to give them the slightest excuse. 

In this way they left the hotel. 

There were silent groups of people in the square. The news 
must have travelled fast. Under one tree Kerenor was stand- 
ing, and with him was a girl whose soft, fair hair gleamed in 
the sunlight striking through the thin branches. They stopped 
talking as Hearne was marched past. He didn’t look at them. 
But he knew they were still watching him as he was led into 
the group of buildings on the opposite side of the market-place 
to the hotel. As he ascended me steps of the little town hall 
a Njazi flag swung confidently overhead. 

Inside, there was a large, desolate room with a few rows of 
^ne chairs iacing an empty platform. The table on the plat- 
form had been decorated. At one end there was the tricolour, 
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at the other the arms of Brittany — ^the black cross and ermine 
fringe on silver — and in the middle, separating and dominating 
in ironical symbolism, was a giant swastika. There was a 
doorway beside the platform. This was where he was to be 
taken. 

The doorway led to a dark, narrow corridor, and in turn 
the corridor led to a flight of wooden stairs, circling down 
into the basement of the building. The stairs ended in the 
largest room of them all. It was the central cellar, and the 
darkest. Round its flanks were small, box-like store-rooms. 
The only light streamed through their opened doors, from their 
small windows set almost at roof level. 

Hearne stumbled osrer a pile of papers in the darkness of the 
central room, and was encouraged by a kick to keep his foot- 
ing. It seemed as if the smaller rooms had all been cleared 
out. There wasn’t even a stick of furniture in them now. But 
die floor of the central room was littered with piles of books 
and ledgers and papers. As his eyes grew accustomed to the 
half-shadows he could also see the dark shape of a table and 
two benches. More p^ipers were sta^cked on the table. The 
archive (rf, Saint-D^at were in process of examination, it 
wouMseetBi 

They had halted Hm at the entrance to one of the small 
rooms. Thfc smdl oi, dampness aiKl stale air hung round him. 
After the warmth of the sun in the market-place, the chiU of' 
the basement struck at his bones. He shivered in spite of him- 
self. So this was to be his lodging. The ground certainly 
looked cold enough. Two kicks confirmed his guess. He 
picloed hinself slowly up from the middle of the floor. There 
was no hurry : there were plenty more where those had come 
from. He turned to face the three men standing at the door- 
way of the sma|l cellar. Behind him the small,, high window 
half lighted the room. Outside there was sunlight. He heard 
the clear voices of children, raised in the excitement of some 
game. 

The man with the tight eyes and spade-cut mouth nodded. 
The heavy oak door was closed. It shut with a deep thud, 
almost blotting out the hard vmce. 

“Now,” the man was saying, “now we might get the 
truth.” 
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No use in backing away, thought Hearne : it would only be 
worse if they were to get him up against the stone wall. He 
stood in the middle of the floor and watched the three men 
advancing. 

When Hearne regained consciousness, the half-light from 
the small, high window had faded. It was almost dark in the 
improvised cell. He lay for some minutes on the stone floor. 
When he tried to raise himself it was too unpleasant. He gave 
up; and lay as he had fallen. He didn’t even think. He felt 
better after the second spasm of vomiting. 

At the end of half an hour or so he tried again. This time 
he managed to stagger to the wall. Why should he try to 
stand, anyway, he ^suddenly thought, and let himself fall and 
slide to the ground. Why should he even sit? He wanted to 
laugh at himself for his subconscious attempt to assert the 
natural dignity of man. There wasn’t much namral dignity 
left after Aree men had kicked the daylight out of you. He 
lay on the floor, watching the fading light. He felt the crusts 
of blood on his face with his left hand, and he thought of Anne. 
He remembered her dismay when the razor^cut had opened 
afresh. - . . He began a smile, but his jaw wouldn’t let him 
finish it. 

Well, his face wasn’t too bad. Not too bad, considering. It 
wouldn’t look exaedy pretty, but at least it still felt recogniz- 
able in parts., His left hand went slowly over the rest of his 
body. Right collar-bone gone. Well, he could have got that 
in a Rugger scrum any day. Probably something wrong with 
a rib, too. He felt the sore spot gendy . . . yes, probably a rib. 
The rest was bruises, and probably a kidney afloat. If ever 
he reached middle age, he’d find out. He could feel the differ- 
ences in the consistency of his flesh even under his clothes. 
Legs were all right, though. Bruised and scraped, but no 
bones broken. And they were the most important for him. 
Without his legs he could never reach the coast. 

He lay and looked at the window. The bars were hardly 
needed. It was at least ten feet from the ground, built into a 
smooth stone wall. No footholds, no reach. And not a piece 
of furniture in the room to climb on. From somewhere in 
the large central cellar outside he heard a movement. He 
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felt his muscles tighten, and sickness once more strike his 
stomach. 

But no one came in. 

He relaxed again, and wiped' the cold sweat from his brow. 
They weren’t coming back yet. Not yet. 

He licked his dry lips and moved his throbbing jaw on to 
the coldness of the floor. 

The trouble with him was that he didn’t enjoy triumphing 
over pain. The trouble with him was that he wasn’t a natural 
hero. He hadn’t given Razorpuss aiiy satisfaction so far, in 
the way of information, but after the Bist ten minutes he had 
grunted and groaned enough. He grimaced as much as his 
face would let him, at the thought of that last yelp they had 
wrung out of him. Not very pretty, he decided : not the way 
you like to think of yourself behaving. Indian braves did it 
better. At the stake they laughed and mocked. The worse 
the torture, the louder they laughed. But they didn’t keep 
silent either, he added as an after-thought: no,- they didn’t 
keep silent. Well, he could try laughing, too. Perhaps if he 
used up airthc air in his lungs that way, he wouldn’t have any 
left to talk with. 

When he was kicked awake, it was quite dark. The full 
moon’s light shunned the cellar. But they had brought out- 
size electric torches as well as rubber clubs. Ehrlich was there, 
too, and the man with the shark’s mouth. This time Hearne 
didn’t try to fight back- He let himself pass out as quickly as 
he could. As after-dinner entertainment, it must have been 
disappointing. ' 

When he revived there was light again from the window, 
the cold grey Kght of a morning stiU being born. 

There was a lot of blood on the floor. 

After lying staring at it for some minutes, he realized it must 
be his own blood. His right arm was more useless than ever, 
but his left could still move. Slowly this time; but still move. 
He held it painfully up in front of his half-closed eyes, and 
moved its fingers one by one. And then die wrist, and then 
the elbow. Yes, , the left arm was still all right, and so was the 
left shbuldcr. Back was bruised, thighs probably blue and 
purple by their feeling, leg bones still unbroken. Slowly he 
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made his inventory, slowly took comfort. It might be worse. 
He didn’t let himself think long that it would be worse. No 
good thinking about that. He lay and tried to will his strength 
back into his bones and muscles. No good, either, in just lying 
still. He had been wrong yesterday when he thought he would 
just lie on the floor. That way, he wouldn’t ever get out of 
here until he was walked to a firing squad. 

He raised himselJE on his left elbow, and rested. Then slowly 
on to his knees, and rested. Then, by holding on to the wall, 
he was on his feet. After a pause he felt his way along the 
wall. It was a slow job, but, just as he had hoped, his body 
obeyed his mind. He could move. He could stand upright 
— almost. He would walk round the four walls of the room 
before he would let himself sit down. 

“ You are not the only one,” he said to himself. “ At this 
moment, in Europe, you are not the only man forcing himself 
to walk round a cell. Not by a long chalk. So drop all your 
self-pity. You are lucky, compared to some.” 

As he almost reached the window there was a slight sound 
above his head. A sound almost like a crack. And there was 
a small white ball on the floor behind him. He glanced up at 
the window. In one of its small panes there was the smaller 
puncture. Catapult-shot, he judged, and turned uncertainly to 
retrace his steps. This time he didn’t hold on to the wall with 
his arm. When at last he reached the little wad of paper 
wrapped round the pellet, he didn’t know whether he was 
morje pleas, ed at feeling it hidden in lus hand, or at having 
walked by himself without any wall to prop him up. He lay 
on the floor, his back to the ooor, and unwrapped the scrap 
of paper. 

“ One more day. Courage.” 

That was all it said. One more day. One more day, 

God, he suddenly thought, at least I’ve got friends : at least 
I’m not alone. 

He tore the paper into four small pieces. They made a poor 
breakfast, but the hope they had given him helped him to 
swallow them. 

Footsteps outside the cellar door made him alert. But no 
one came in. Changing guard, -probably. 

He felt the lead-shot in his pocket, and it cheered him. How 
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had they known he was in this cellar? Had they been watch- 
ing all last night from the meadows behind the town hall? 
Had they seen the dim light which the electric torches would 
send into the darkness? That must be it. . . . Anyhow, that 
meant he had friends, and patient friends. He felt better 
every minute. Whoever had written that note was a good 
psychologist, or perhaps just some one with a heart as well as 
a mind. It came to the same thing. 

As he was slipping into sleep he remembered that this room, 
at the back of the building, faced not only meadows and trees. 
There was also the road to the right, the road leading north. 
That was where he had entered Saint-Deodat when he had first 
arrived. And the two houses nearest the market-place along' 
that stretch of road belonged to Guezennec and Trouin: 
Trouin, who now kept open house where the men brought 
their drinks to sit and talk together; Guezennec, who now gave 
shelter to Keraior. These two houses were together. From 
their backs one could watcl^ this cellar. Then he thought of 
the tree in the rnarket-place, yesterday, as he had been marched 
into the town hall. Kerenor had been there, and he had been 
with Anne. Anne, he thought : it was Anne who was at the 
l^ttom of all this. He was convinced of that in his own mind 
as he fell asleep. His sleep was all ^thc deeper for that last 
thought. 

This time he was awakened by a heavy, dull, distant noise. 
An explosion. It could only be an explosion. It wasn’t likely 
that British air raids were jbeing carried out in broad daylight : 
not yet, anyhow. 

After that awakening he couldn’t get to sleep again. He 
limped oncf more round the room. He kept thinking about 
that noise. Perhaps two or three miles away. It might be on 
the railway, or on the main road down in the valley. His mind 
was racing now. The explosion might be accidental. But 
there was just a chance it had been carefully engineered. 

If it had, and if it had been arranged by anyone in this 
village, then there was only one object in it. It was a diver- 
sion to keep Sharkface and his friends occupied elsewhere. 
wouldn’t seem so important to them to-day, with an explosion 
for them to investigate. He didn’t let himself fully believe this 
wild hope. Yet, dirough the long day, as he was left alone. 
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he kept finding explanations to justify such an* idea. The ex- 
plosion wasn’t in the village itself, so that no one here would 
suffer direct reprisals. It was down in the valley within reach 
of twenty villages, so that the investigation would be more 
complicated, would take greater time. Whoever had en- 
gineered the explosion had wanted the Huns to be occupied 
to-day. Perhaps he only believed all this because he wanted 
to believe it, because the belief gave him courage for one more 
day; but he believed it. 

In the late afternoon he thought he heard a distant sound of 
many footsteps, from somewhere upstairs. But down here no 
one came. 

By the time the evening light waned he was convinced that 
his guess must have been right about the explosion. Without 
that, he would have had an unpleasant day. 

When Ehrlich, Sharkface, and two others entered the cellar 
late in the evening, he learned just how unpleasant the day 
might have been. But still they didn’t get any information. 
The bad* temper which they had been unable to conceal when 
thejr entered the room must have been considerably increased 
by the time they left. But long before then Hcarne was in- 
sensible. 

He was becoming accustomed to the painful awakening froix^ 
unconsciousness. His first worry was how long he could keep 
up this business of passing out before they twisted any informa- 
tion out of him. Next time, he was sure, the technique would 
be changed to keep him from being completely knocked out. 
They would find a way all right. He lay and worried in the 
darkness. He looked at the patch of window, at the strong 
silver of the moon. He didn’t even bother to count his wounds 
this time. He was a bloody mess : that was wh^t he was, a 
bloody mess. 

And then, in the middle of his depression, he remembered 
that the day was over. One more day. And it was over. 
Painfully, agonizingly, he crawled across the dark floor. It 
was sticky; it smelled foully. Hunger was the least of his 
troubles : even this thirst and the swollen tongue were litde 
enough. He had to get on his feet; he had to be able to move 
his body as if it were one piece, instead of the twenty 
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throbbing nerve-^nds it had become. He touched the wall and 
slowly pulled himself to a kneeling position against it. He 
felt a cool, sweet sagging. When he became conscious, he 
found himself lying again on the floor. Once more he pulled 
himself on to his knees. This time he was at last on his feet. 
He clung to the wall in the darkness. It’s getting late, he 
thought despairingly. Courage, one more day. Courage. But 
it was getting late. There was not much courage in the feel- 
ing of a stone wall in a blood-stained cell. 

He must think of somethiflg to stop this attack of nerves. 
If he let his mind give way, then there was no hope at all for 
him. Despair never won any game. Defeat came quickly to 
those who thought of it. 

He stood in the' darkness, his weight sagging against the 
cold wall. Outside the moonlight was fading. He thought of 
the curve of hills . . . doud shadows weaving over furrow- 
stitched fields ... the smell of hay and clover under the 
sun’s warm rays ... the hum of bees and the clear note of a 
girl’s gentle voice laughing ... a light, clear voice ‘^made to 
sing. Made to sing Au Clair de la iMne. Grey changing to 
blue, as the sky changed above her. He thought of the blue- 
ness of her eyes, and it was the- blueness of the sea, changing 
like the sea in shade and sunshine. He could feel their soft 
coolness, their warm clearness, as if they were the gentle waves 
of the sea itself. He dung to the wall, and thought of the 
sea’s blue depths. ' 

And then he was walking round the wall, feeling his way 
in the darkness, and the despair had been washed out of his 
heart. If no friend came, he was thinking, then he would 
have to ^rk out his own plan of escape. He must do it at 
once ... a few more days of this and he wouldn’t be able to 
escape at all.* < Now his mind was busy thinking, of chances to 
take, of ways to get the guard-to come into this cellar. 

From the darkness outside came footsteps 0^1 the village 
road. There were voices, the sound of a cart. People were 
moving about, out there. For a moment he wondered if he 
had already begun to imagine things, and then the melancholy 
ringing of the bells in the church tower reminded him. To-day 
was the dawn of Sunday, to-day there was to be the 'Pardon. 
The people were coming in from the farms and the small 
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hamlets round Saint-D6xlat. He could almost see tHpTn 
coming to the church, the women in their elaborate lace caps^ 
and black, velvet-trimmed dres^, with their stiff shawls and 
aprons, the men walking carefully in their best clothes. They 
were coming through the night to gather in die market-place, 
in time for the first Mass at dawn. He listened carefully, and 
knew he must be right in his guess. There was the sound of 
feet, slow, hesitating feet, or me sound of wheels. But there 
was no laughter, no talk. Even the children were silent. 
Only the bell sounded its solemn note. Now, now, now, the 
notes hammered into his brain. 

He turned towards the door. Now. 

He could hear a movement from the cellar outside. He 
had reached the door and flattened himself along its left side : 
that was the way it opened. That way he could perhaps sur- 
prise the man who would come in. 

He filled his limgs with air and let out a yell. His throat 
didn*t let him make much of a noise, but the guard would 
hear it. “ Fm willing to talk,’’ he would say, and the guard 
would halt in the doorway. That was all he wanted. It 
would be interesting to see if one-armed jiu-jitsu would work. 
His breath gave out, and he listened. There was a movement 
from outside, the sound of a key in thfe lock. 

** Keep quiet. Quick. Can you walk? The voice was 
urgent, and it was Breton. A dimmed torch seanAcd the 
room, anxiously. * 

** Here,’’ he croaked, and put out an arm to the tWo figures 
in the doorway; Here.” \ 

‘‘Quick.” 

He needed no more urging. As he came out into the large 
cellar, lit feebly by a lamp on the table, a third man brushed 
past him. He was dragging the guard. The limp body was 
flung into Hearne’s cell. Its swollen face and protruding 
tongue thudded on the stone floor. The third man locked the 
door, straightened his large back, and started after the other, 
two, who were helping Hearne to climb the stairs. As he 
passed a large stack of papers and books in the corner of the 
cellar he stooped quickly and thrust the keys under the heap 
of documents. They were well lost. And then he was behind 
Hearne, pushing him up the stairs. Strong hands he had. 

R 



26o assignment in BRITTANY 

Hearne thought of the German’s twisted neck. Yes, strong 

hands. 

Quietly,*’ whispered one of the men, and they halted in the 
narrow passage. This was how he had been brought by 
Razorpuss, Hearne remembered. Ahead of them would be 
the large meeting-hall with its flag-draped platform. There 
were footsteps, cither in that hall or beyond it at the front 
door. The Bretons had heard thcm,^too. Moving sileiidy on 
their bare feet, they pulled and pushed Hearne, through the 
unobtrusive door in uie passage wall to their left; He didn’t 
even remember seeing it last time he had been taken through 
here. 

Now they stood in another long passage, listening as they 
paused. Ine insignificant door was silently closed behind 
them, apd then they were moving down the gentle slope of 
the floor. Hearne, concentrating painfully on each footstep, 
had only time to think. We’ve doubled on our tracks; we’ve 
travelled to the other end of the building — ^to the west, 
farther away from the road and church; Ae bells are just so 
much fiunter. « And then they were threJugh another door- 
way, heavy, thick, resisting. They were back in a large room : 

. a ^re-room. It smelled like a grocer’s shop. After me bleak- 
ness of the cellar it was warm smd friendly, and yet nauseating. 
Tlicrc were too many odours few: an empty stomach to digest. 
Its comfortable stuffiness smothered. One of the men felt 
Hearne’s weight sagging. ‘ 

“ Just twenty paces more,” he urged in a whisper. Hearne 
nodded, ^d moved desperately forward with the two unseen 
and unk|K>wn friends on cither side supporting him when his 
body fsdt^cd. The third rrian, the man with the. strong hands, 
held the torch. Its dim light flickered their way through the 
islands of barrels and sacks. Once, when footsteps overhead 
halted thm, the large man pointed upwards, caricatured a 
salute^ and grinned- So upstairs in this part of the building 
soldiers must be qiiartered. 

They had reached the far wall of the room. Hearne, his 
sense of direction still alert, guesspd this must be the outside 
wall of mte building. His ceU had faced north, the front 
entrance to the town hall had faced south. Then this wall 
would face west : it would be near the village school, for the 
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school Stood in the fields behind the north-west corner o£ die 
market-place. 

The torch picked out the broad double door in the wall. 
The large man was slowly lifting up the cross-bar until its end 
was free of one half of the door. Supporting it there with one 
hand, he pushed the free side of the door slightly open, as the 
torch was switched off. He stood there, waiting, listening. 
Hearne could see the black shadow of a tree, could feel the 
night air whip the gashes on his face, strike his naked 
shoulders. The Breton motioned quickly, and one of the men 
holding Hearne leaped down into the darkness. The other 
shoved him forward, and jumped , behind him so that they 
fell together. They were lying in the shadows of a deep cart- 
track, on grass edged with deep ruts. Above them the large 
man edged his way out of the door, one hand stilt above his 
head holding the cross-bar in place until the last minute. 
Then he jumped, thrusting the opened half of the door back 
in place as he leaped. The door stayed shut. The cross-bar 
inside had fallen of its own weight and held it secure. 

To the south of them was the square, and the movement of 
people grouping under its trees. Harder boots struck the pave- 
ment round the corner from where they lay. Patrol or sentries 
. . . Hearne didn’t care. The jar of the six-foot drop had 
seared his bones like a flame. His body couldn’t seem to obey 
him : it wouldn’t rise at the touch of his companions’ hands; 
all it could do was to lie and tremble, like a moth after its 
wings had struck a lighted candle. 

“ Quick ! ” The large man’s whisper was urgent. Hearne 
stifled his groans and raised himself slowly. They half carried, 
half lifted him into the darkness of trees and bushes. Ahead 
was a small square house, the school-house, thought Hearne. 
But that was no good — ^it was one of the first places the Boches 
would look for a hiding man. Dismay and desperation gave 
him strength. The quicker they reached there, the quicker 
he could get away from it. For one thing seemed absolutely 
certain : the three men were determined to take him there. 

They almost ran over the last twenty yards of grass. But it 
wasn’t the school-house to which they led him. They halted 
in the trees at the edge of the children’s playground, moving 
cautiously into the three-walled shelter at its side. 
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From the darkness at the back of the shed a vdce vaguely 
familiar said, “ Splendid.” Hcarne, swaying on his feet, 
looked at the three dark shapes beside him. Even now he 
couldn't see their faces properly. The man who had spoken 
limped forward and held his arm to steady him. 

“ Can you walk? Try, please.” It was Kerenor all right. 

“Yes.” 

“Good.” Kerenor was slipping a long, loose piece of 
clothing over his head, pulling it down into place on his 
shoulders. When Hearne's face had struggled free from the 
folds of the material, he was alone with Kerenor. 

“ The others? ” he whispered, as Kerenor wrapped a cloak 
round him. 

“ Gone to change their clothes for the procession. You and 
I will walk together.” Ker&ior had thrust some kind of hat 
on his head. As they moved out of the shed, towards the path 
which would lead them into the market square, Hearne saw, 
CYtn as he felt the, long skirts pull round his knees, that 
Kerenor was dressed as he was. They followed the line of 
trees across the school playground, , back towards the market- 
place. They were two priests coming to join in the celebration 
c£ thdr people. \ 

The fest bright streaks light were breaking in the cast, 
bclb halted, and then sWung into a changed rhythm. The 
pcopk, waiting in small groups in the market-place, began to 
move towards the church. One of these groups, standmg at 
the north-VTCSt corner of the square, moved forward as the two 
priests passed them. Hearne noted the three grim-fac^d men, 
the two white-capped women, as they walked slowly to join 
o&er eqmtty stra^ling groups, walked sileiidy with bowed 
heads towards die steps of the dburdi. They would hide the 
two priests from the town hall and the sentries patrolling its 
front Hearne's head bowed too : no one, not even those who 
were his friends, must sec his face. He walked slowly and 
draggingly, his chin resting on the black cloth covering his 
chest, Kcr^nor’s hand comfortingly at his elbow. He frit as 
old and as weak as* he must have looked. 

They had left the market-place and crossed the road. The 
two Romanesque towets soared above them. The thickening 
stream of people paused, and moved, and paused, as those ii\ 
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front began to cl^b the stone steps to the vaulted doorway. 
Hearne felt Kerenor’s guiding hand keep him to the edge of 
the crowd, close to the base of one of the towers. The group 
of three men and two women still shielded them. Now, as 
they started to mount the stairs, their bodies formed a screen 
behind which Kerenor opened the narrow little door in the 
wall of the tower. 

“ For the clergy,’* murmured Kerenor, and stood aside to 
let Hearne enter ifirst, as was fitting for his marked age. 

Inside it was as cold and dark as the cellar in which he had 
Iain. 

Hearne took three steps after Kerenor, fumbled, and then 
fell. Kerenor had him on his feet again, urging him through 
the blackness. Hearne went forward blindly. All that 
mattered was to get one foot before another, one foot before 
another. 

Then at last Kerenor said quietly, Now you can ‘faint as 
much as you want.” 


CHAPTER XXV Sanctuaty 

AT first he thought of his bedroom in Cornwall, It was his 
birthday, His fifth birthday, and his father had hung up 
a Chinese lantern in the window. I'he air blowing against the 
thin, flat pieces of glass which dangled from the lantern sent 
them swaying and striking their tinkling tune. He was lying 
in his cot, and he had wakened to hear the pretty-coloured 
thing sound its gentle song. The fragile notes would halt in 
the middle of their harmony as the wind drew new breath; 
they jangled into silence, and then began all over again. It 
seemed to him then that it was the loveliest kind of song, for 
it had no real beginning arid no real end, and even the notes 
were as indefinite and vague as a song should be. 

Hearne shook himself fully awake. The notes haunted 
him. He could hear them in their clear faintness. Perhaps 
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he was really going mad. His eyes searched the dimly lit 
stone walls around him. The ceiling was of stone, rough 
and uneven. The floor on which he lay, wrapped tighdy in 
a heavy blanket, was of stone, too. It was dark, with shadows 
deepening in the comers : the only light came from a carefully 
trimmed lamp standing in a niche chipped out of a wall. No 
windows. No doors in the proper sense: just two arched 
openings in opposite stone walls. This wasn^t a room in a 
hou^. Dismay seized him, and he struggled to raise himself 
on one elbow; It was more like a dungeon ... a prison. . . . 
And then he saw that the rough blanket was an army blanket, 
and an old British army blanket at that. His right arm was 
bandaged with clean linen, his face felt sticky with spme grease. 
He wiped some gendy off his sore jaw with his free left hand. 
Yes, it was ointment: a thick black ointment smelling of 
tar and sulphur. His>body felt clean. It was still sore, still 
heavy to move, but tkc blood and the dirt from die town-hall 
cellar floor had been washed off, and there was a clean white 
linen sheet wrapped round his body to keep the coarse blanket 
off his flesh. He relaxed again and lay back on die thin straw 
mattress. He wasn’t in Nazi hands, that was certain. He 
looked at the faint yellow light burning so steadily, and 
listened. Gently die dripping, dropping notes sang dmough 
the rough vault above his head. It was water. That was it; 
water trickling, falling slowly. He smiled, and now his face 
didn’t hurt so much. 

He must have fallen asleep again, and he must have slept 
for a longtime. He could tell that by this feeling of expansion 
which his body had : a nice, warm, comfortable: feeling, a clean 
feeling. He dosed his eyes and listened to the distant trickle 
of Water, as' he tried to fit this jig-saw puzzle together in his 
mind. This* place wasn’t a house. It hadn’t been built by 
man, but rather By some long, patient process of erosion. The 
ceiling was too high for a mine : a cave, or a Series of caves 
perhaps, would be nearer it. But just whereabouts was this 
cave? He tried to remember what had happened after he had 
crossed the market-place and the road in front of the church. 
There had been people crowding slowly towards the steps. . . . 
Kerfoor had pulled him intone shadow of the tower, had 
opened that small door in its base. Then there had been dark- 
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ness, and the sound o£ bells and the chanting of a choir had 
grown more distant. He thought he could remember another 
door, some steps, another door. He couldn’t be sure. It had 
been too dark, and suddenly he had felt too ti^d. One step 
before another, stumbling, hesitating, leaning on Kerenor, reel- 
ing like a drunk on a Saturday night, one step before another. 
That was all he could remember. Then there was Ker&or’s 
voice, no longer whispering, no longer strained, “ Now 
you can faint as much as you want.” And, by heaven, he 
had. 

And now he was here, wherever that was. 

He lay and listened to the trickling water. It must be fall- 
ing into a pool in one of the next caves. There was a series of 
drops, which kept repeating the same notes like the strings of 
a violin being plucked. They almost formed a tune, but before 
they resolved themselves txi^ey halted, and the first notes 
sounded all over again. Like the interval signal of a radio 
station, like rain from the roof dripping into a barrel of water, 
like a Chinese lantern swinging at an opened window. 

Then he heard the footsteps, at first an uncertain hint, then 
marked and sure. He kept his*eyes closed as they entered the 
cave. 

A light, clear vpice said, He’s still asleep ! ” A cool hand 
was on his brow, and the blanket was smoothed where he had 
dis^ranged it. 

He needed it.” That was Kerenor’s voice. ” I don’t think 
yoii have to change the bandages again. They look all right 
to me.” ^ 

Hearne opened his eyes. Anne wasioiecling beside him, and 
Kerenor was standing behind her. It pleased him somehow to 
see them both looking so anxious. 

‘‘ Hello! ” he said. 

Anne smiled with her lips and her eyes and her voice. “ He’s 
awake.” 

Kcrenor’s twisted smile wasn’t disagreeable. Evidently,” 
he said briefly. How do you feel now? ” 

** Not so bad.” 

Good. You were beginning to worry us. I told you that 
you could faint, but I didn’t expect quite all this.” 

** How long has it been since? ” 
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Since you collapsed? Two days and two nights.” 

Was this where I passed out? ” 

"‘No. Farther back there.” Kerenor pointed to the opening 
through which Anne and he had entered the cave. 

“ Are we in a mine? ” 

“ No.” Kerenor’s voice became informative : you could 
have guessed that he was a schoolmaster by trade. He sat 
down on the ground beside Hearne. “These rooms and 
passages are caves, discovered by the founding fathers of the 
church, no doubt, and used by them to escape from the pagans 
when Aey were searching for a suitable sacnfice on their stone 
altars. Later, the caves were useful against roving bands of 
northeni raiders and, sdll later, against the English.” Kerenor 
paused to let that sink in. He was smiling. So he knew now, 
too, Hearne thought. The schoolteacher was talking again. 
“ Then, about four hundred years after the English, the cavxs 
were used during the Revolution, during La Vendee to be 
precise. That was the Breton coimter-revolution, and there 
was much bloodshed here.” Yes, Kerenor knew that Hearne 
was English : he was explaining French history politely for the 
benefit of a foiei^er. | 

Kerenor was still talking in his piatter-of-fact way. “ Those 
of die inhabitants who managed to survive La Vendee did so, 
by Bving doSyn here along with the treasures from die church. 
After two months they went above ground again, but they 
didn^t put back the gold plate and silver candlesticks on the 
. akar for almost thirty years- Cautious people. . Now we may 
find these caves very useful again.” 

“ Who knows about them? ” ’ . 

“^The priests. The villagers had heard the stories about the 
caves, of course, but somehow they believed that they were 
either filled up or destroyed by Revolutionary soldiers. Cer- 
tainly, all entrances from the fields have been completely 
blocked and forgotten. I myself didn’t believe that the caves 
existed at all, uhtil three days ago and a little conversation 
with Monsieur le Cure. The Church remembered how well 
the caves had sheltered its |^ople — ^and its treasures — ^^and it 
kept the secret, believing diat the less others knew about it, 
the more valuable it would be.” 

Hearne was about to speak, but Kcr&or interrupted him 
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quickly. “ I want you to answer some ot my questions later, 
so don’t tire yourselt now, FU explain as much as I can.” He 
moved to a more comfortable position and cleared his throat, 
“Fve been thinking what I should like to kno\y if I were 
you,” He rubbed the bridge of his nose reflecdvcly as if 
arranging his thoughts into the neatest order. Anne was sitting 
motionless on the ground, her full black skirt spreading circle- 
wise round her. When Kerenor spoke again, he counted each 
point briskly on the fingers of his left hand. He was a good 
schoolteacher. 

** First, the Cure and Guezennec saw you were under arrest. 
Second, Anne arrived and confirmed that rumour. She had 
come down into the village — ^the Boches sent to the farm, to 
question Madame Corky and to search the rooms, didn’t think 
she was important : she wasn’t one of the family; she was. just 
a visitor to them; and no one at the farm enlightened them — 
and she went at once to the Cure for hdp. Third, the Cure 
sent Guezennec to bring me to the square, and I was there 
talking to Anne when you passed on your way to the town 
hall. We were discussing, actually, how any escape could be 
managed. Fourth, Monsieur le Cur^ went up to the farm to 
see Madame Corky. He sent Guezennec over to Anne and 
me, with the news that there a place which could hide you 
for days or even weeks, if you were to escape. Fifth, we met 
in Gu&ennec’s parlour diat evening, and. perfected our plans. 
It’s next door to Trouin’s house, where the men come to drink 
together, and we know all of them and -they know us. Any- 
one who seemed most suited for what we were planning was 
sent in to see Guezennec by Trouin. All vefy quietly, all very 
simply. That’s how we completed the plans. It gave us good 
practice for the future.” 

"‘What about Anne?” Hearne said. ^‘This must be 
dangerous for her.” 

Anne smiled, rose quickly, lighted a second oil lamp, and 
moved into the next cave. 

Kerenor waited until she had gone, and then said, She’s 
living here. ...” 

I “What?” 

“ Easy, easy. Don’t put your temperature up again. Some 
one had to be with you; and no one else could, without their 
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absence being noted. So Anne is visiting her aunt at Saint- 
Brieuc. She left on Friday, after you had been arrested and 
every one at the farm had answered the Boches’ questions 
stupidly and satisfactorily. What else was there for a girl to 
do, whose fiance had turned out to be quite another man in 
disguise? Very embarrassing for any girl living in a village 
like Saint-Deodat. Her decision to go didn’t need any explain- 
ing, I assure you.” 

Hearne ignored the raillery of Kerenor’s voice. He said, 
“ What about a permit to leave? ” 

“ She’s had that for some time. She got it the day she was 
turned out of her farm. They told her she could go and live 
with htx relatives, and graciously gave her a permit to do it. 
No extra charge. That was an easy way to lease a house, so 
thbiightful, so generous.” Kerenor’s voice rose in savage imita- 
>tion of a German accent. “Anne Pinot, born in Brittany, 
educated and living in Brittany, will be allowed by our gracious 
Gennan permisaon to travel by foot (aU trains being occupied 
by us, all busesr being used by us, all petrol being com- 
mandeered by us) the distance of some eighty kilometres to 
the town of Saint-Brieuc, carrying bne bundle of her posses- 
sions hot larger than si^ kilos in weight, and there in Saint- 
Bneuc she ynSl find a roof to put over her head (provided that 
the roof has not already been blown to bits or occupied by 
the soldiers assign^ to that district) to replace the roof of her 
Breton farm exploited unju^dy by'her Breton family for two 
hurrired and forty years and now in the rightful occupation of 
Brittany’s friends and saviours for the essential defence at 
Brittmy and the Reich.” He had risen to his feet, and was 
now liniping up and down the rough floor, pausing here and 
there to acient a phrase with two uplifted fists, raising his 
voice in the crescendo of unmistakable parody as he reached 
. the end of thfe peroration. He ended abruptly on the highest 
falsetto screech. “Bah!” he said in his normal voice. 
“Carpet-chewer! ” . ^ 

“ They’ll hear us,” Hearne warned. 

Kcr6nor shook his head with'-a mystery which he obviously 
was enjoying. “ Ho you know where you are? ” he asked. It 
was strange to see him become sp much the arch-conspirator. 
Qum fish, thought Hearne : he seemed to pass from sarcasm 
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to mockery, from emotional animation to calm disinterest, as 
easily as clouds changed their colour at sunset. You could 
never tell what he was going to say next, whether his face 
would freeze into remote coldness or liven with expression, 
whether he would be serious or amused. And in spite dE all 
these^ variations, you knew you could trust him : you might 
not JjJcc him, not 'at first anyway, but you’ could trust him. 

Hearne replied, We are under the church.” It was as 
much the obvious answer to Ker^nor’s question as the answer 
was obviously expeaed. 

*‘No.” Ker&or was delighted with his secret. “No. 
Under the marching feet. Charmingly symbolic.” 

“ Under the tents and huts? ” 

“ Yes. Under the meadow lying in front of the eas^ Gothic 
tower of the church. That water you hear is a small stream 
draining out of the pond in the meadows.” 

Anne was coming back, walking slowly so that the pitcher 
of watet which she carried would not spill over. There were 
two pink spots in her checks. She had heafd part of their con- 
versation about her, no doubt. Hearne was about to say, 
“ Anne, why didn’t you tell us about the permit? ” and then 
didn’t, as he noticed Ae way she avoided his eyes. She was 
raising his shoulders so that he could drink, but she was watch- 
ing the level of the water in the jug. If she hadn’t told him 
about the perrrfit, then she had her reasons. If she didn’t want 
to explain them, then it was none of his business. Or, at Ica^ 
he had no right to think it was. Perhaps she had preferred 
to stay at the Corlay farm rather than face the long journey to 
her aimt’s house, perhaps she had felt that Madame Corlay’s 
invitatioif would have been less warm if she knew about Saint- 
Bricuc as an alternative haven for Anne, perhaps it had been 
an oversight. And yet he found himself entertaining the fan- 
tas^c hope that none of these explanations W’as the right one. 

He said, “ Enough, Anne. Thank you.” She still avoided 
his eyes. She lowered his head gendy on to the mattress again, 
and pretended to smooth the blanket. The pink spots deepened 
in colour and flowed over her cheeks. Hearne was suddenly 
aware that Ker^nor was watching them both, with a strange 
un-Ker&or look on his face, 'ftere was a pause in which 
each could feel the words they were all avoiding. 
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Hearne said quickly, “ Think FlI try to walk/’ He raised 
himself on his left elbow, disarranging the blanket which had 
just been so carefully smoothed. 

Kerenor was smiling openly now. Belter not,” he said. 
You!ve no clothes, anyway. I had to cut what was left of 
them off you. We’ll have to find new ones. In any case, I 
want you to lie still to-day and save your strength for talking. 
I’ve some questions to ask you.” He was serious again. The 
amused smile twisted off his face, and his eyes watched 
Hearne anxiously. 

I haven’t finished my own,” Hearne replied. “ How many 
people know about me? ” ^ 

** Madame Corlay and Anrte, Monsieur le Cure and myself.” 
” How many know I am here? ” 

“ The same again. We had to tell Madame Corlay. She 
was on the point of sending old Henri and his blunderbuss" to 
rescue you. Much good that would have done, but both 
Madame Corlay and Henri were all set for action. So we had 
to tell her.” 

What about the three men who got. me out of that hell- 
hole?” 

“Back working on their farms after attending the proces- 
sion.” 

“ And the three men with the two women? ” 

“ They know nothing except the Germans weren’t to notice 
you going towards the churen. They are the rest of our com- 
mittee.” 

“ What committee? ” 

“Committee for the Preservation of Liberty, Equality, 
Fraternity/’ Ker6aor was tensely serious. If Hearne had 
even look^ about to smile, Kerenor woqld have, struck him. 
But Hearne didn’t smile . , . there was something pathetically 
courageous in the formation of a committee for the preserva- 
tibn of France in this remote Breton village. Yet great oaks 
from tiny acorns ... 

Hearne said, “ Good.” 

Kerfoor relaxed again. “ Is that all you want to kn&w? ” 

“ I’d like to know what happened when the guards were 
changed in the tov(rn-hall cellar.” 

“ We were coming out the church at the end of first 
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Mass. It was almost six o'clock. Then systematized pande- 
monium broke loose. Squads o£ soldiers were summoned and 
herded us into the market-place. We were counted and listed 
like sheep. Just when I thought we were all to be arrested — - 
and that would have been an interesting experience, but the 
Germans unfortunately thought better of it — ^we were all sent 
back for second Mass, and sentries were posted all round the 
church. When they let us out at last, they had decided on 
their course of action. A large reward was posted for your 
capture. Grim warnings were published about the fate of 
anyone who helped or harboured you. Houses were all 
searched from cellar to attic. Patrols are everywhere : there’s 
a curfew for us all to go to bed early like the bad little boys 
we are. Then there is talk of hostages. But the only trouble 
is that, at present, they want to keep us co-operative — ^until 
the end of this month, anyway. You were right about the 
warnings you sent me througn Anne. We are being man- 
oeuvred. I want you to give me the details about that.” 

^*IVe stiU a question. How did thde three men get into 
the town hall? Its entrance was heavily guarded.” 

As part of tins German co-operation plan, a meeting had 
been planned for late that afternoon. If you hadn’t been 
arrested, you would no doubt have had to speak at it. We 
were all told to attend, and in accordance with our private 
plan we all went. The place was crowded. No Boches were 
present. Elise was there, hnd she had got Picrcl to speak 
along with her. He’s trying to save the remnants of his busi- 
ness and to get his son out of the road gang. He didn’t know 
what he was doing. Elise had persuaded him it was the only 
sane and sensible thing. The trouble with Picrcl is that he 
has got accustomed to having more than his share of the 
village wealth and power; and hc*s hanging on to what he has. 
He’s willing to be persuaded of anything which will let him 
hang on. It was a lively meeting. Then our Committee 
frowdtd round Elise and questioned her on the way out. 
The three men who had been chosen hung behind, and hid. 
Under that table on the platform covered by the draped flags. 
They just lay there and waited all through the night until 
the church bells began. That was their signal. I am sorry 
we had to arrange it so that it looked as if you had killed the 
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German, but wc must safeguard the village. You under- 
stand? 

*‘The village has done more .than enough for me/’ Hearne 
said quietly. How did they get into the cellar? ” 

“You want to know everyfiiing, don’t you?” Kercnor 
looked at him warily. 

“As some one who would like to perfect his own tech- 
nique.” 

Ker6ior’$ suspicion ended as quickly as it had begun. “ It 
was simple. There might have been the noise of a movement 
fiom upstairs. The guard came to the foot pf the staircase. 
Silence. He came up the staircase with a torch and the gun. 
Then he turned to go back downstairs. The door in the 
corridor, through which you escaped, opened. Our man came ^ 
forward. In the old days he was the best smuggler in the 
district: Bare feet make no noise. Neither do large hands 
wrapped tightly round a German’s throat.” 

“ But what i there had been a second sentry ? ” 

One of the other men came into the corridot. German 
hat, German coat. Enough to pass in the dim cellaf light (we 
are so backward here, no ‘modern conveniences!), enough to 

E ass^fdr a moment. That was all we needed. From then on 
e was to improvise, vshile the third man guarded the corridor 
with his knife. That was why we chose three men.” 

Hearne’s look of admiration stopped Kerenor. 

“That’s nothing to what we can do,” he said modestly. 
“ After this war is over, the tales we shall have to tell wUl 
^pake strange listening. Nothing that art can invent is so 
improbable as what happens in real life. ^ Art and fic- 
tion are only imitation. Life is truth, and stranger than either 
of them.” " ' 

Hearne nodded. “ So I’ve found,” he said. “ There’s one 
last thing. There was an explosion.” 

Kerdnor said, “ Yes, there was, Avasn’t there? ” His eyes 
were mocking, and Hearne knew he would be told no more 
than he had guessed already. But, looking at Ker&or’s 
triumph, he knew his guess had been near the truth. 

“ Here is your information,” Hearne said^ “ I can give it to 
you as far as I can remember it, but the full proof is in my 
rbom in the farm. Who can go to get it? ” 
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Anne is out. I am out, too — ^for I never went near the 
Corlay place, and if I were to go now it would seem ^angc. 
There’s only Monsieur le Cure left.” 

‘‘Will he?” 

“ If he can act without being told the facts.” 

Hearne said, “ My head is dull to-day.” 

“Take these caves, for instance. Monsieur Ic Cure told 
Guezennec about them. At the same time he suggests it would 
be a good place for anyone to be safe from die Germans. 
Then he says no more, except to tell nae about the history of 
the caves, and he doesn’t come to see you. Again, he doesn’t 
notice that the clothes belonging to his yoimg assistant — ^at 
present in hospital somewhere in Germany — were borrowed. 
But the vestry where they were stored was left open all yester- 
day, afternoon. Again, in a few minutes I shaU go back up into 
the church, and from the church I shall take me private way 
to his nousc. When I return I shall carry a basket of books, 
with food undcrifeath for Anne and you. This afternoon 
when I see Monsieur le Cur^ we shall talk of other things, but 
not of a depleted larder.” 

“ Here are the facts : I shall let you suggest them to Mon- 
sieur le Cure.” Hearnc’s voice was beginning to tire. .His 
head was beginning to throb again. He felt hot. Quickly he 
told Ker&or, about the bookcase in his room. Two note- 
books, two sets of papers clipped together, a map, a French 
service revolver, a silencer, a pocket-knife, an envelope. 
Kerenor listened intelligently. At the mention of the gun he 
shook his head slowly. 

“ The arsenal will need some careful suggesting,” he said,^ 
and rose slowly to his feet. “ I think I’ll see Monsieur le Cure 
right away. I’d like that list of names . . . before I keep an 
appointment.” 

There was something in his voice which roused Hearne. 

“ What appointment? ” 

Kerenor was dusting the seat of his trousers. He seemed 
interested in the weave of the material. “ After the meeting 
yesterday Elise spoke to me. It’s most unfortunate that Picrel 
turned out to be such a bad orator. There was only one thing 
Corlay and I had in common — ^the ability to talk.” 

“ She asked you? ” 
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Sideways . , . nothing definite. For the sake of BrittSiny 
and the chance of a really worth-while career. If I feel the 
call I am to let her know, and we can meet. Added bait, of 
course ... the lovely Elise and a moonlight meeting. The 
first she’s ever given me . . . such an honour, such promises 
of delight. Three days ago even, I should have been struck 
dumb by an invitation like that.” His mouth twisted bitterly 
as he laughed at himself. But three days ago is three days 
ago.” He looked at Hearne. “ Damn you,” he said abruptly. 
Why did you have to be right? ” 

He limped towards the passage. 

ril bring the food,” he called back to Anne. 

And the cloAes,” she said quietly. She looked towards 
Hearnei “You want the clothes, don’t you? ” 

He nodried. “ Most of all,” he said. There was something 
el^he had m^t to ask . . . what was it? . . . But he was 
too tired : he gave up the effort. 

Ker6ior’s limping footsteps had dulled into an echo. Once 
he had the clothes, Hearne thought, he would make his plans 
and start Ae journey. MeanwMe it was pleasant to forget; 
to watch Anne’s quiet movements about the room; to f^ her 
bandage his arm and smooth the sheet over his shoulders; to 
close his eyes and listen to the distant water-muric. 


CHAPTER XXVI “ WHte in the Moon the Long 

Road Lies ” 

P erhaps Heariie had siqpt enough, or perhaps it was just 
that his mind wouldn’t rest. During the night he woke 
five times in all, and each time Anne came forward out of the 
dark corner where she rested. She was beside him again when 
his broken sleep ended at last Her heavy round gold watch, 
which she had fastened by its brooch to the blanket when he 
had started worrying about the lime, told him it was almost 
rix o’clock. 
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“ Six o’clock when? ” he asked her, as she carried in a basin 
of water. 

“ Six o’clock in the morning. Kerenor should soon be 
here.” She gave him water to drink, and bathed him 
gendy. 

“ What day is to-day? ” 

“ Wednesday, I think.” She smiled. “ I lose count too, 
you see.” He looked at her pale cheeks and tired eyes. 

“ I owe you a lot,” he said. “ If I hadn’t had some one to 
nurse me so carefully as you have done, I should still be only 
half recovered. I feel I could get up to-day. And then 
to-morrow ” 

“ You musm’t hurry too much.” 

“ Not too much, but I must hurry.” 

She felt his brow and his pulse. “ You are much better.” 
Her bright smile made him feel better still. 

“How did you learn all this? ” he asked, pointing to the 
bandage she was cutting from a piece of linen. 

“ Because of Kerenor. He was going to start a kind of clinic 
for the schoolchildren, but the people against it were too 
many for us. He wanted me to help him. He was teach- 
ing me astronomy, and his fee was that I should learn first- 
aid.” 

• “ Astronomy! ” said Hearne m amazement. “ In heaven’s 
name, why ? ” 

“ I wanted to learn,” Anne said simply. 

Looking at her calm face, he knew she spoke the truth. 
There was nothing behind her words. She had just wj^nted to 
learn. “ You certainly learned how to nurse.” 

Anne smiled. “ Oh, I’ve nursed animals : they arc much 
more difficult to take care of than people.” She finished 
changing his bandages, gently wiping his face clean of its 
black grease. “ Now you do look better,” she said. “ You 
are healing nicely.” 

Hearne’s spirits rose. “ When will the clothes come? ” he 
said. 

“ To-day. And your map and your papers too, I should 
think.” ' She saw the relief in his eyes. She gathered up the 
basin and the towel and bandages quickly, and hurried towards 
the other room, 
s 
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Now what had he done? he wondered. Then the excite- 
ment o£ the plans already half forming drove all other thoughts 
from his mind. 

It was nine o’clock, however, before they heard Ker6ior’s 
footsteps and saw the round cfrclc of light from his torch 
coming towards them. 

He settled the basket clumsily on the floor beside Hcarnc 
and said, with a pretence of light-heartedness, “Food, what 
there is of it. Clothes, rustic but useful. Map, holding 
miraculously together. Clasp-knife. Gun, very much loaded 
and complete with a peculiar object. What is it, by the 
way? ” 

“ Something to take the noise out of shooting. A silencer.” 

“ Careful kind of fellow, aren’t you? ” And then Kerenor 
dropped the amused tone as he picked up a neatly folded 
handkerchief, and handed it in silence to Hearne. The small 
bundle had weight. Hcarnc looked at Kerenor in surprise. 

“What’s this?” he asked. 

“From Madame Corky,” Ktxhxor said shortly, and bent 
over the basket again. 

Hcarnc unwrapped the handkerchief. Inside its folds was a 
silver watch of an old design, with fine engraving on its cover. 
Within the tracery of the pattern were the words “To Bertrand 
Corky on his twenty-first anniversary, 29th January, 1868.” 
Hcarnc opened the watch in silence. The thin Roman 
numerals were delicately painted on the yellow face: the 
slender hands still moved on their dutiful ^ay. He closed 
the cover gently, placed the watch carefully under his pillow. 

“ Would you give Madame Corky my— well, please tell her 
that some day I shall thank her" properly. Now I can 

only ” He stopped short. He was thinking, that watch 

was one of Madame Corky’s few treasures. He was thinking, 
That watch has seen three invasions of France by -the Germans. 
Anne was watching him. He shook his head, as if he did not 
know what to say. 

Kerenor nodded. “ Fll tell her you felt you couldn’t find 
words adequate enough to appreciate her kindness.” Hearne 
looked up quickly at die Breton, but he wasn’t laughing. For 
once he was being quite simple and direct. 
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Anne said, “ Just tell her what he did say. She’d like that 
better.” 

Kerenor looked amused now. “ I was just trying to help,” 
he said. He looked at Anne teasingly. “Why do women 
think all other women like what they like? Men, at l^st, 
know better than that. Now for the last things in this basket. 
Here’s an envelope, .bulky; and sheets of paper with exces- 
sively neat scratdiings.” He was watching Hcarnc’s face. 
“Will that do?” 

Hearne, his hand reaching eagerly for the envelope and 
sheets of paper, nodded. He looked through them quickly, 
but carefully. It was all there, everything he had noted and 
copied. He, took a deep breath. God, he was feeling better 
every minute. He looked up to sec Anne watching him again, 
this time with that little smile on her lips. 

“ All right now? ” she asked, trying to keep her voice dis- 
interested. “ I’ll give you something to cat, and then you can 
try to dress.” 

Hearne nodded his answer, and patted the papers lying 
under his hand. Then suddenly he asked Kcr&or, “ Where 
arc Corlay’s original lists, and his diaries? ” 

Kerenor, limping back^. and forward restlessly across the 
cave, forced a twisted smile. “ Under study. I thought the 
Committee should know just what they had to fight.” 

“ You’ve seen them yourself? ” 

“ Yes.” 

Hearne, watching the white face, the gaunt cheek-bones, 
said nothing. He thought. Masochist is the word. He’s made 
himself read every word of Corlay’s diary and poems, and they 
are eating into him. 

“Well?” demanded Kerenor truculently, as if he had 
guessed Hearnc’s thoughts. 

“ Well? ” said Hearne. 

Kerenor halted. He controlled his voice with difficulty. 
“ In a France ruled by Frenchmen, Elise would be given a 
trial and shot. It is the only France I recognize! Because of 
the Germans, we cannot give her the trial she would other- 
wise have had. But we can complete the rest.” He paused. 
“ I shall accept her invitation when it comes. I shall bring 
her here.” 
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Anne’s face had whitened. Jean/’ she said, “ remember 
that if she comes here, she cannot go back.” 

“ No, she cannot go back. That will be definite, Anne. You 
needn’t fear. For once I am not letting arguments and hair- 
splittings prevent me from acting in time. This time I shan’t 
reason away my anger. One learns.” 

There was a silence. 

Anne hesitated. At last she said, I don’t trust her. She’ll be 
the one who will do the shooting. You’ll be in danger.” She 
was looking at Hearne, her eyes wide; Ker^nor noticed the look. 

“ Charming,” he murmured half seriously, half ironically, 
and silenced her effectively. Now eat,” he said to Hearne. 
“ And ril get you into these clothes. What were your original 
plans to escape? ” Except for the nervous tension of his con- 
stant pacing, he had buried his own emotions deeply enough. 
But he was scarcely listening to Hearne, and the Englishman 
, was glad of that. For then the omissions in the plan he was 
sketching wouldn’t be so noticeable. After his own practical 
experience of the Gestapo’s persuasive powers, he wasn’t going 
to burden his friends with much knowledge. He touched 
briefly on the boatman who had brought him back from Mont 
Saint-Michel, and who would take a* message so that his friends 
in Britain would know he was coming. All Hearne wanted 
was to reach Dinan and give that message to the boatman. All 
his plans depended on that. Then he realized Anne’s occupa- 
tion with the food which she was dividing into two portions 
was only a pretence. 

** You’ve kept too little for yourself,” Hearne said, to inter- 
rupt her thoughts. 

‘‘ I can’t eat any more,” she answered. “ If you want to get 
dressed before Jean leaves, you ought to finish your breakfast 
quickly.” He wondered whatever had given him the first im- 
pression that she was a simple creature. Perhaps it was her 
gentieness and her direct honesty which had made him think 
she was easy to estimate, 

‘‘ You’re a determined woman, aren’t you? ” he asked. 

She laughed, wrinkling her nose. Anyway, she seemed to 
have forgotten to worry about his plans for escape. 

But when Kerenor had gone, and Hearne paused to rest after 
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his first attempt to walk round the cave, she suddenly sat down 
beside him, and said, “ Wouldn’t it be better if some one could 
go to Dinan in advance, and see that boatman, and give him 
your message to take to your friends to send to Britain? ” 

“ You like your questions long,” he said, and then as she 
laughed, “Why do you always wear your hair so tightly 
braided, Anne? ” 

The two pink spots were coming back into her checks, but 
she wasn’t to be dissuaded. 

“ I mean,” she said slowly, “ if some one could go in advance 
to Dinan, while you were still getting stronger here, then the 
message would sail back with that boatman to the Bay of Mont 
Saint-Michel, and he could send it to your friend, and it would 
go to Britain, and then you could get away from here with all 
die preparations made, and you wouldn’t have to wait at Dinan 
for all these things to happen before you could reach the coast.” 

“ Breathing helps,” Hearne said. Anne laughed in spite of 
herself. 

“ But wouldn’t it be better? ” she insisted. 

“ No doubt. But after Sunday’s excitement every man in 
this village will have to keep close to Saint-Deodat for a while, 
and appear to be leading a normal life.” 

Anne said slowly, “ I suppose so. But it would have been 
such a good idea. It would have made everything quicker and 
safer for you. You could go straight to the coast without going 
near Dinan yourself.” 

“ ni manage well enough, once I’m feeling all right again. 
Come on, Anne, give me a hand round this room.” 

She smiled. “ You looked like a newly born calf at first.” 

“ I’ll be less like one this time. Just you see.” 

When he sat down to rest again, she said, “ That must have 
been a nice old man who brought you back in his boat.” 

He had been thinking of Something else, and looked at her 
blankly. 

She explained, “ When you came back from taking Monsieur 
Myles to the coast; when you wore such funny old clothes all 
smelling of fish.” 

Hearne smiled. “ Yes, he was a nice old boy.” 

“ Can he be trusted, really trusted? ” 

“Yes.” 
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“ Then why don't you tell us his name ? When you are 
gone there may be others from this village who want to get 
to the coast* He could help them too, couldn't he? " 

“ Yes, I suppose he could.” 

“ Perhaps some one may be desperate and need help. Per- 
haps Kercnor or one of the others . . Her voice trailed off. 

It seemed, thought Hcarne, as if he had now three different 
jobs to worry over. There was his real job, information. It 
came first : it had to. Then linked with that there was the 
safety of the men like Duclos and Plehec who were working 
with him and the other agents. And thirdly, there was the 
beginning of secret resistance in the villages : he had to help 
SaintrDeodat, even apart ^rom what he owed it himself. He 
thought of L’Etoile d’Or and of Jules, who would have taken 
the place of big Louis. Jules was to be trusted, but the Golden 
Star itself might be dangerous : too much had happened ijicre. 
He couldn’t send anyone there when he was unwilling to try 
it himself. The only really definite source of help was the boat- 
man to whom Etienne had led him, the boatman who sailed 
from the canalized river on the Bay of Mont Saint-Michel along 
the coast and up the River Ranee to Dinan. The boatman knew 
nothing about the activities on thd Mont Saint-Michel : all he 
knew was that the boy Etienne and he were serving in the same 
cause. So Plfliec and Duclos and all their plans would not be 
in danger if he were to tell Anne the boatman’s name. That 
was the main thing, that Plehec and Duclos should be safe to 
go on with their work. 

Hcarne said, “ I know him only by a nickname^ — ^Le Trapu, 
He is about fifty years old, short and broad-shouldered, with 
black hair and blue eyes. He has a boat and a sister called 
'Marguerite. The boat has faded red sails with two brown 
patches. The sister has a bistro on the wharf at Dinan, just 
where he moors the boat, and anyone who is looking for Le 
Trapu can wait for him there. Tell Monsieur le Cure about 
this : he will know when a man really needs help, and he can 
send him to Le Trapu. But you mustn’t, Anne; you must 
leave that to Monsieur le Cure. And tell no one else. 
Promise? ” 

Anne nodded, her eyes wide and serious, her lips grave. 

“ And also tell Monsieur le Cure that if any interesting 
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information should be found in this district, then a man could 
be sent with it to Le Trapu. He will pass it on, and it will 
reach Britain. That may be important for us all. Can yovL 
remember that? ” 

“ But of course.” She sat silently, thinking over what he had 
said. “ How do you feel now? ” 

“ Not so bad.’' 

“ Should you sleep, perhaps? ” 
ril have another try on the old legs first. You don’t need 
to hold me this time.” 

She nodded and watched his slow progress with anxiety. 
After twice round the room he was forced to give up. 

“ Not so good,” he said bitterly as he straightened himself on 
the mattress. 

Anne brought him water to drink. “It will be easier 
when you try again to-morrow,” she said. “ You can’t expect 
miracles.” 

“ This afternoon,” he corrected her. “ I can’t wait until to 
morrow.” He moved restlessly on his bed* 

“ When do you want to leave? ” she asked. “ Saturday? ” 

“ Too late. Le Trapu doesn’t sail on Sundays.” It had been 
the twelfth, a Friday, when he sailed back from Mont Saint- 
Michcl. Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays from the Mont; Tues- 
days, Thursdays, Saturdays from Dinan. 

He said, “ I must be in Dinan by dawn on Saturday. Better 
leave here no later than sunset on Friday.” He swore to him- 
self. “ If only I could have left to-night, I could have reached 
Dinan to-morrow.” 

“ No, you’ll only add to your dangers if you aren’t recovered 
enough. You’ll manage Friday all right,^’ said Anne. “ Then 
Le Trapu will deliver the message on Saturday night. And 
you can be at the coast by Sunday night. . . . Which part of 
the coast? ” 

He looked at her suddenly. Her wide eyes returned the look 
candidly : her face was eager and sympathetic. “ Why do you 
ask, Anne? ” he said slowly. 

I was wondering if it were near Saint-Brieuc.” She bent 
down and picked up the blanket which he had thrown aside. 
He looked at her with a dawning suspicion. 

“ And why? ” 
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She pretended to be folding the blanket. 

At last she said, am travelling to Saint-Brieuc. Re- 
member? I thought I might go with you, to look after you.” 

“ You look after me} Out there? ” He was shocked, in- 
credulous; he stared at her. Then as he saw her face tighten 
and the light go out of her eyes, he reached up and caught her 
hand. Anne,” he ssud, “ Fm sorry if I hurt you. You’re 
kind and you’re brave. But you don’t know what you are 
letting yourself in for, if you were to travel with me, or even 
be found with me. You cannot go with me. It would be 
dangerous — ^impossible. ’ ’ 

She stood, saying nothing, her eyes downcast, her hand life- 
less in his. He saw he had really hurt her. “ Anne,” he said 
gently. “ Anne. Anne, darling.” 

She flinched and tried to draw her hand away, but he held 
it tighdy. His resolution melted. Anne, you’ve got to get to 
Saint-Brieuc safely. You’ve got to stay there safely. You’ve 
got to keep safe.” 

She was looking at him now. “ Others take risks. Why 
shouldn’t I? ” 

“ Because I don’t want you to.” He spoke sharply — ^but she 
was smiling now. 

There was a silence. Is that all? ” she asked at last. 

Yes.” 

She drew her hand slowly out of his. “ Do all Englishmen 
behave Jike you? ” she said. 

He took a deep breath. For their own mental happiness, he 
hoped they didn’t. 

What arc you thinking of? ” she asked. 

“ Fm thinldng of a pofem I once knew.” 

“ TcU me it” 

‘Ht’s in English.” 

I want to hear English.” 

He spoke it slowly, sofdy. 

White in the moon the long road lies, 

The moon stands blank above; 

White in the moon the long road lies 
That leads me from my love. 

Still hangs the hedge without a gust. 

Still, still the shadows stay . , 
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He closed his eyes, trying to catch the next phrase. Strange : 
when he was young and only imagined himself in love, how 
he could recite yards of such poems and bury himself in 
thwarted gloom. Now, when he really knew what the poem 
meant, he was forgetting it — ^forgetting not its feeling, but the 
words. He tried once more : 

* 

“ , . . Still, still the shadows stay : 

My feet ... my feet upon the moonlit dust 
Pursue the ceaseless way. 

The world is round, so travellers tell, 

And straight though reach the track. 

Trudge on, trudge on, *twill all be well. 

The way will guide one back. 

But ere the circle homeward hies 
Far, far must it remove : 

White in the moon the long road lies 
That leads me from my love.*”^ 

^ It was Anne who spoke first. “ It is a sad poem.” 

“ How do you know? ” he asked quiddy. 

“ Your voice was sad. . . . Will you translate it for me? ” 

Hearne shook his head. “ Some day, Anne. Not now. 
Later.” He roused Hmself once more, and rose slowly to his 
feet. “ Now you are looking sad. Where’s that smile of yours ? ” 

She found it with difficulty. 

“ What’s wrong, Anne ? ” 

“ Nothing. At least, not much. Tm worried, that’s ail. 
Brittany’s coast is treacherous. I know it quite well, and there 
are many places with bad tides, currents, rocks. You may 
choose one of them.” She wa^ walking beside him, watching 
his steps with a careful eye. 

“ So we arc back there again ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Would it make you any less worried if I were to tell you 
that the place I shall go to has been chosen because it is srfe? 
You wouldn’t know it; it’s quite small, just west of Dinard, 
but it is certainly safe. As safe as any place is now.” 1 

Anne said quietly, “ Is it Saint-Lunairc? ” 

^ Fr<Mn A Shropshire Lad, by permission of the Trustees of tbc Housmac 
estate, and Messrs Jonathan Ca^, Ltd. 
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He checked his pace, and looked at her with a mixture of 
annoyance and amusement. 

“ I noticed your map,” she explained quickly. “ I noticed a 
light pencil line. Or shouldn’t I have? ” 

“ No, you shouldn’t.” He was half angry. Women always 
wanted to know everything. But even if Anne had seen any 
of the other papers, she couldn’t have understood the coded 
shorthand. 

She had guessed part of his thoughts. “ I only looked at the 
map. It was lying on the ground beside the mattress. I picked 
it up and put it safely with the rest of your things. I am sorry 
if I shouldn’t have looked at it.” Her tone was stilted, her 
face was flushed, and her eyes were bright. She looked so 
much like a worried child that he relented and smiled. After 
all, no harm was done. Ajnd she had obviously thought there 
was nothing wrong in looking at a map : if she had had a 
guilty conscience, she would never have told him about it. His 
annoyance and suspicions melted, and he was left with a feel- 
ing of facing mean and ungrateful. 

He smiled again. “ Well,” he said, “ does all that make you 
feel better? ” ' 

Anne nodded. “Much better. The coast at Dinard is 
dangerous, but farther west there are safer places.” She didn’t 
mentiem Saint-Lunairc again. She stood smiling at him, and 
the smile was real at last. 

Kej^or came again in the evening, bringing food and little 
news. Things were as they had been, he told them gloomily. 
In that case, Hcarne thou^t, he ought to be more cheerful. 
Things might very well be wcarsc : the Nazis might have dis- 
covered the real story of the escape from the town hall, its 
cellars might have new guests within their walls, and Shark- 
face and Razorpuss might very well be striding into the cave 
at this moment. Hearne watched Kerenor as he paced the 
floor, and wondered just what conflicts raged in the Breton’s 
mind- Elise’s influence wasn’t so easily removed as Kerenor 
had pretended to believe, yesterday, when he had pronounced 
his judgment. Or perhaps, by making an open declaration to 
Anne and Hearne, he had hoped to keep his decision strong. 
He had probably feared he would hesitate if he hadn’t wit- 
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nesses to challenge his pride. And now, even with witnesses, 
he was losing his determination. The coldness of reason was 
strangling the will to act. Kerenor was the kind of man who 
had to strike when his anger was at white heat; when it cooled, 
then his purpose wavered and the will to act became frustrated 
cynicism. He would always give Elisc a last chance, not from 
kindness of heart but from intellectual self-hypnotism. Hearnc 
looked dispassionately at Kerenor. . . . “ The native hue of 
resolution is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought/" he 
repeated to himself. Yet, who was he to criticize Kerenor? 
He thought of Anne, Yes, anyone looking into his mind 
woiild think he was another kind of fool. Plenty of people 
would Judge him equally harshly, either because he had 
smothered his own emotions too much, or because he hadn*t 
smothered them enough. But what the hell could he do? This 
wasn’t a case of doing what he wanted to do : it was a case of 
what he had to do. Personal feelings didn’t enter into it at all. 
He recognized that, and yet he couldn’t stop himself from 
having them. So who was he to criticize Kerenor? A typical 
Nazi would sneer at Hearnc for his sentimental weakness : a 
typical Frenchman would think he was cold and hard. That’s 
the trouble, he was thinking, he was neither of these. He was 
just a compromising Englishman. 

Kerenor noticed ms silence. “ You are tired. I’ll come back 
in the morning when you’ve had a good slecp.^ You can tell 
me then about your plans for leaving. You’ve made them? ’* 

Hearnc nodded, but said nothing. "'Yes, they .were made, 
and he wasn’t going to let anything change than, cither. On 
Friday he would leave. Not to-morrow, but the next day, he 
would leave. He looked again at Anne. How long, he won- 
dered, before this bloody war was over? How long before he 
could come back ? 

Anne was restless. She was waiting impatiently for Kcr&ior 
to go, and when he did she went witn him. “ I’ll walk to the 
tower steps,” she had said, and had lifted the smaller lamp to 
light her way back to the cave. 

Hearnc watched the entrance to the cave blankly, and 
listened to the limping footsteps mingling with the light crisp- 
ness of Anne’s heels. Then the following echo died away too. 
He stretched himself- gloomily on the straw mattress. If Anne 
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wanted to walk and talk with Kerenor, then it was nothing of 
his business. He himself had chosen to make it none of his 
business. So why the devil was he feeling like this? It was all 
the fault of lying cooped up in a stone cofEn : living in this 
cave made you imagine things. What on earth had ever given 
him the idea that it v^ould be any good coming back here 
when the war was over? She was still betrothed to Corlay, 
wasn’t she? And if she weren’t, then there were others. She 
had been kind and gentle to him because she was kind and 
gentle. What was there for her to see in liim, anyway? 

When she returned he was lying staring up at the rough 
ceiling of the cave. She didn’t explain anything, and he 
wouldn’t ask. 

They ate the food which Kerenor had brought them, with 
little to say. The strangeness of the silence between them 
struck Heame ; he hadn’t realized before just how much they 
usually talked when they were together. When Anne changed 
the bandages, she fastened them with special care, and she 
examibed the cuts and bruises with capably cool hands and 
eyes. Nothing escaped her to-night. At last everything was 
done to her satisfaction. She lowered the lamp, smoothed the 
sheet under his chin. Standing beside his bed, she looked tall 
and slender. The smooth fair hair seemed almost silver. 

She spoke sofdy, her voice clear and low. “ Good night.” 

‘‘ Good night.” 

Well, he thought savagely as he heard her footsteps moving 
quietly in the cave next door, that was just as neat a piepe of 
emotional bathos as he had ever had. The sooner he was out 
of here, the better. 


CHAPTER XXVII Thc Dark Wood 

W HEN Hearne awoke, Anne must have already risen. The 
blanket in her corner of the cave was folded in a neat 
square on the thin mattress. Then he heard a movement from 
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the inner cave. Blast, he thought : he had wanted to- go in 

there for a drink He interrupted his thinking to listen 

to the footsteps. They were limping. Hearne, lying rigid 
on his mattress, said, “ Hell, what’s going on here, any- 
way.? 

It was Ker^nor all right. He was standing in the entrance- 
way now, with a lamp in his hand and a twisted smile on his 
face. 

“ You waken early,” he said. 

Hearne didn’t answer. 

** Do you want anything? ” 

“ A drink — Fll get it later.” 

“ Why not now ? ” 

Hearne rose stiffly and went towards Kerenor. 

“ Walking more easily? Take this.” He handed the lamp 
to Hearne. 

“ Yes. Thanks,” Hearne said briefly, and passed into the 
other cave. It was empty. Only the thin cascade of water, 
falling into the pool, made any sound. Only the little stream, 
flowing in its miniature canal, made any movement. He 
paused uncertainly. 

What’s wrong? ” asked Kerenor. Hearne wished he 
would tvipe that grin off his face. 

‘‘ Nothing.” He drank from the pool, cupping his hands 
and letting the cold water splash over his face. His body was 
certainly better. He could even move his right arm as far as 
the elbow without any pain. 

When he came back into the cave where he had slept, 
Ker&or was sitting on his bed. “ I’ll go and get our break- 
fast soon,” he said. Might even find some nice hot soup 
waiting in Monsieur le Cur£s kitchen this morning. He 
thinks a man who might be recovering from Nazi treatment 
might need more nourishment. Funny thing : I am getting 
quite attached to Monsieur le Cure.” 

Hearne stood in front of Kerenor. He was listening, but 
not to the Breton. 

“ What’s wrong? ” Ker&or asked again. 

“Nothing.” 

Kerenor was enjoying himself immensely. Don’t tell me 
you are missing Anne already.” 
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HearBC felt his face flush, but he didn’t speak. 

“ She’s gone, you know.” 

“ Gone? ” Hearnc echoed. But of course, he thought, ^e 
had to leave some time. She had already delayed her journey 
to her aunt long enough for safety’s sake. “ How long will 
she take to get to Saint-Bricuc? ” he asked, more casually than 
he felt. 

“ She hasn’t gone to Saint-Bricuc.” Kcr6ior was watching 
him with a mixture of amlisement and clinical interest. 

Hearne said slowly, “You can stop playing for effects. 
Where the hell is she? ” 

“ By this time she should have reached Dinan.” 

“Dinan?” 

“I said Dinan.” And then Ktrenor relented. “She 
wouldn’t tell me very much. She just said I was to tell you 
that she would see ‘ him * and give ‘ him ’ the message. That 
she might shelter with ‘ his ’ sister before she continued her 
journey. Does it make sense to you? ” 

“Partly.” Hearnc’s voice was grim. “What message? 
Did she say?” 

“ Saturday at the seaside. Not very excitipg. * Or it? 

“ Exciting enough.” Hearne began to pace about the cave. 
Anne must have gone last night after he had fallen asleep, so 
that she could be in IJinan brfore dawn, so that Lc Trapu 
would have the message before he sailed this morning back to 
the Bay of Mont Saint-MichcL That meant Etienne would 
get the message to-day or to-night; and by to-morrow night, 
Friday night that was, Duclos would send the message out 
from his oubliette in the Abbey. Perhaps if Le Trapu saw the 
boy Etienne in time, the message would even be sent to-night. 
Saturday at Saint-Lunairc. She had planned everything as 
neady as he could have wished. 

“ But why didn’t she tell me? ” Hearnc said at last. 

“Because she was afraid you would have forbidden the 
idea. Anne is a well-brought-up girl. Her father’s word was 
law. If you had forbidden her to go, she would have felt the 
compulsion of the old instincts to obey.” 

“ I’m not like her father,” Hearne said irritably. 

Ker6jor smiled, as if to himself. “ No. But you seem to 
have a lot of authority over her. Now don’t go asking me 
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why. If you can’t understand that for yourself, then it 
isn’t worth explaining. Here, you’d better sit down and 
rest.” 

“ I’m all right. I need to walk.” Hearne’s excitement was 
fading, and in its place was worry. He thought of Anne alone 
at Dinan, on the dark road to Dinan. She might never have 
reached there. His face was hard as he halted in front of 
Kerenor. You shouldn’t have let her go.” 

“ I ? ” asked Kerenor, in mild surprise. He was no longer 
smiling as he looked at Hearne’s face. His voice lost its 
raillery. He said gently, almost sympathetically, “I assure 
you I have no influence over her at all. She’s my oldest 
friend here. She would talk with me when the others were 
still watching me with distrust because I come from another 
part of the country — ^from the south of Brittany. But she 
talked with me, partly because she doesn’t like to hurt people, 
pardy because I could converse about the things she was inter- 
ested in, partly because she liked me, partly because she pitied 
me. But the chief thing was that I was some one to talk to. 
You sec, her father had her sent to a good school at Dinan, 
but he wouldn’t let her go on to Rennes University as she 
wanted to do. He brought her back to live on the farm, and 
betrothed her to Corlay. He thought he was doing the best 
thing for her. If Corlay had been a different sort 6i chap, no 
doubt these simple-minded plans wouldn’t have been so bad. 
Most girls would make happier women if their personal amhi- 
tions were sublimated. Well, anyway, we’d talk, Annfe and I. 
I would preach and she would listen or argue gently. But she 
never took my advice unless she wanted to take it. Last night 
was one of the times when she just listened to me and did 
the other thing. You don’t know Breton women when they 
have all their plans made.” 

She couldn’t have had them made, if I hadn’t talked so 
damn’ much,” Hearne said savagely, She got me into the 
state of thinking aloud yesterday. I never guessed ... she 
seemed so simple . . . so . . . I’ve been thinking of her as a 
— well, look at her ! She fitted into the background of Saint- 
D&dat so well that I never guessed she would do anything 
mad like this.” 

“ She seemed to me to be very sane.” 
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“ But she doesn’t know what she’s up against. What the 
devil was that message for me again ? ” 

Kcreaot repeated it slowly. '"She was going to see this 
‘ him ’ and give ' him ’ the message, and perhaps shelter with 
"his ’ sister before continuing the journey.” 

" Shelter with his sister . . Hearnc exploded : he cursed 
fluently and vividly until he had to pause for breath. “ Shelter 
with his sister ! ” ne repeated. “ Fve never been there. For 
all I know, the sister may run a brothel.” 

“ You are worrying too much,” advised Kerenor. “ Anne 
is no fool. She knows Dinan and has friends there. That is 
where she went to school. And she has her permit with her. 
She thought of everything, including leaving Jean’s permit 
for you.” 

“Jean?” 

“ Yes, the old man who worked on her farm. Both he and 
Marie had permits, too; but when you were arrested and Anne 
came here to nurse you, Anne sent them up to the Laennec 
farm to stay out of me way for a while. They will be useful 
there, too : Laennec is dead. The news has just come to his 
wife. Anne gave the old couple’s permits to Monsieur le Cur^ 
for safe-keeping. Last night she told me that perhaps you 
could use Jean’s permit, if we could change the age in it from 
eighty-two to thirty-two. I think I can do that all right.” 

Hearnc sat down at last. “ And I thought Anne needed 
protection,” he said with a wry smile. 

“ That’s one of her greatest charms, and it is completely 
natural, too. It appeals to our masculine vanity. Do you know 
Latin? Remember what the Censor Metellus said in the 
Senate? ' Nature has arranged that we can live neither with 
women nor without them. If we could live without them, 
then we should not have all this trouble.’ ” 

“ You forget to add that the. Censor Metellus was happily 
married^” 

“ I suppose satisfied men can afford to be critical ; it add^ to 
their feeling of superiority to know that what they criticize 
doesn’t really apply to them.” Kerenor was bitter once more. 
He didn’t mention the name of Elise,‘nor djd Hearne; but the 
name was there between them all the same. 

Kerenor rose suddenly. “ Must get the food before it is too 
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late. Then after that Fll have to leave you. I am to appear 
before some Nazi committee for instruction on what I may 
teach in the village school/’ 

“ How are things up there? ” 

“ According to plan. Trucks have visited the farms, and the 
shops, and the houses even. We might have had a plague of 
locusts. We never khew we had so much until we saw the 
truck-loads driving away. What is left can only be bought 
and sold at fixed prices, fixed for every one except the Boches. 
They are scattering worthless marks about like confetti. And 
there are some among us — ^not many, but still some — ^who are 
selling to the Boches. They know the marks mean nothing, 
but they think Nazi goodwill means a lot. We’ve got a little 
list starting. These false Bretons will get paid in full when 
we start marching towards Berlin. Even Picrcl’s son agrees 
that there can be no pardon for his father. He’s first on the 
list. We are deeply ashamed of him.” 

** Picrel, the man who owns so much? ” 

“That’s why, I suppose. Strange, isn’t it? He’s a great 
Christian by his way of it, and I have never professed to be 
one. Yet the one aim in his life is to hang on to the possessions 
he has got. Worldly possessions. If I remember my New 
Testament correedy, worldly possessions weren’t held in great 
esteem. In fact, if a man gives up honour or humanity for the 
sake of what he owns, then he is betraying the principles of 
Christianity. When I watch the Picrcls scrabbling at German 
feet for the sake of their property, do you know what I 
believe ? I believe that if Christ came back to-day and preached 
to the people, the Picrcls among them would have Him shot 
against a stone wall as a revolutionary.” 

There was a pause, and then Hearnc said, “ Yes, I think you 
are right. And now, having disposed of Picrel, what about 
the others in the village? ” 

“ Standing fast. Before, there were two types of people in 
the world. People from Saint-Deodat, and foreigners. Now 
there arc people from Saint-Deodat, foreigners, and filthy 
Boches. You can rest about your escape, by the way. The 
Boches are now convinced that you called the guard in on 
some pretext, throttled him, and made your escape. They 
don’t think you could go far, and they keep searching all the 
T 
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neighbouring farms. All they Ve discovered so far were two 
escaped prisoners of war, poor devils. The Boches have offered 
a stupendous reward for you. They describe you as an 
Englishman under the assumed name of Bertrand Corky.’’ 

Then the Germans had found Lassarre at Bordeaux and 
questioned him, Hearne thought. He said, “What do the 
people of Saint-Deodat believe about me.? ” 

“ They still think you are Bertrand Corky, and you have 
become a sort of village hero. Those who have seen you swear 
that you are Corky, and that the Bochcs are lying so that some 
one might be tempted to betray you, for the Boches know 
that Bretons don’t betray a Breton. Anne suggested that we 
should just let the people go on thinking that you are Corky, 
because that would make up to Madame Corky -for what she 
had to suffer before. Monsieur le Cure agreed to that, and 
so there we are. To Saint-D^odat you are still Bertrand 
Corky, the reformed. They’ll probably carve a memorial to 
you in the church, when the peace comes. I’ve always 
wondered who chose national heroes : it’s interesting to find 
out.” 

“ If Corky comes back after peace ” 

“ Then he will reform with great sincerity to live up to the 
character you have left for him, as soon as he finds it gives 
him enough esteem and power. That’s all he wanted, anyway. 
He backed the wrong horse, that was all.” 

The idea of Corky returning vindicated, accepted, conform- 
ing, depressed Hearne still more. Once it would have amused 
him as Ker^ior was amused. But now he thought of Anne, 
of Madame Corky and the two farms which she would like 
to see as one. 

Hearne rose and walked round the cave. Eleven paces by 
thirty-six paces : eleven by thirty-six. 

Kerenor paused at the entrance. “ Don’t walk so much,” he 
advised. 

“ I’m all right.” And then as Kerenor still halted, watching 
him, I am just getting ready. I am leaving to-night.” 

' Kerenor said, “ Anne thought you would leave to-morrow.” 

“ I’m leaving to-night.’’ 

Kerenor was smiling again. “ If you hurry, you may even 
catch up with Anne at Dman.*’ 
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Hcarne halted. “ Who said I was going to Dinan?*” 

“ There’s got to be some limit to yoxir sense of duty. Even 
an Englishman must be human sometimes.” Kerenor started 
to limp away. 

“ One moment,” Hearne called after him. “ That’s what I 
meant to ask you two days ago. How did you and Anne learn 
I was English? ” He watched Ker^nor’s face, half turned over 
his shoulder. I wish to heaven, Hcarne was thinking, I didn’t 
always seem to amuse him so much. 

“ You were unconscious, weren’t you, for over ‘two days? ” 

‘‘I talked?” 

“ You did.” 

“ Iii English? ” 

“Mostly.” 

“What about?” 

“ Partly nonsense, partly sense.” 

“ What about? ” 

“ Yourself. Don’t look so worried, even if Anne sounds the 
same in both languages. She knows only schoolgirl English. 
She couldn’t understand everything.” 

Kcx6nox enjoyed his exit. , He was a last-word man. 

They stepped out into the shadows of Monsieur le Curb’s 
sheltered garden, and felt the real air with its cold sharpness 
encircle them again. Ker&or, who had led Hearne through 
the caves and passages up into the ground floor of. the tower, 
through the silent church, out through the Curb’s private door 
leading to the shrubbery and his house, now grasped the 
Englishman’s arm. They halted. They listened, and when 
they were satisfied moved quietly on under die shadows of the 
trees beyond the house. Then tne garden ended. 

Ahead were fields. West of them, to their right, lay the 
road and the last houses in the village and the stone bridge 
and the path to the Corlay farm. On their left were the 
meadows and trees under the cast spire of the church, and 
the rows of neat huts filled with sleeping soldiers. The last 
quarter of the moon was in the sky, with clouds and the feel- 
ing of rain to come. They saw the shape of a patrolling sentry, 
and then he was hidden by the corner of a hut. High above 
them was the intermittent drone of planes. 
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Many of them in the last week,’* whispered Kerenor, point- 
ing upward. “ We hope they may be British, because they fly 
to the north-west and don’t come back.” 

Hearne said nothing. They weren’t returning British planes. 
Their engines hadn’t die right sound. They were Junkers 88’s. 
He thought of the aerodrome he had found on that last journey 
towards Dol. The planes were no doubt flying to its well- 
camouflaged fields, while the former French airport had its 
quota of dummy planes and visible hangars. He smiled in 
spite of himself. This war had its childish aspects. ... If the 
results weren’t so grim, you would laugh at them. He looked 
at the darkened village over his right shoulder. You would 
laugh, if the results weren’t so grim. 

He followed Kcrenor, who was moving with surprising 
speed and silence on the smooth grass. They had crossed the 
stream flowing to the pond down in the meadows. Kerenor, 
using the scattered groups of trees for cover, was circling at 
some d^tance round the Germans’ camp, to enter the wood 
beyond the pond. From that point, he had explained with the 
help of the map in the cave, he would leave Hearne to strike 
northward until it was safe to turn west for Dinan. This was 
how Anne had gone last night. It had been, and ought to be, 
simple. 

Hearne felt in the pocket of the worn French army jacket, 
with all its markings ripped off : watch, map, matches, gun, 
silencer, knife, some small money forced on him by an em- 
barrassed Kcr^or, and the sheets of neat notes. He pulled the 
old cap stiU farther down over his eyes. He was glad now 
that he had rejected the offer of Jean’s permit and the fancy- 
dress of an old peasant. If he were caught, Jean’s permit would 
only lead the suspicious Boches to Anne. It was better this 
* way. It meant he would have to keep hidden in the daylight, 
and move only during darkness. But that was something he 
could do. And ahead of him were, only two night journeys. 
Dinan was roughly ten or twelve miles away to the west. From 
there, northward to the English Channel, was slightly more 
than that distance. He could manage it. His legs were strong 
again, and all that was left of the Gestapo’s attentions wgs a 
stiffness in his back, a carefully bandaged right shoulder, some 
bruises, and a tenderness in the stretch of the skin forming over 
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the cuts. He could manage it, not exacdy comfortably, but 
sufficiently capably if he didn’t meet downright bad luck. 

How are you feeling? ” Kerenor whispered. 

“ Unbelievable.” It was true. The strange freshness of the 
air made him’ feel as though he could walk thirty miles before 
sunrise. 

They were at the wood. The trees were neady spaced, and 
there were winding paths beneath the branches. Here and 
there they passed a stone bench. It was the kind of place in 
which lovers walked in every country, escaped from the hard 
eyes of their parents and the ridicule of their friends. 

It was Hearne who gripped Ker^nor’s arm this time. His 
quick ear had heard die light crack of some twigs. They 
halted behind the tangle of a thorn-bush, with its vague sweet 
scent encircling them. At first Hearne thought the man on 
the path ahead, with his arm coupling a girl, was some young 
Breton who had risked the Nazis’ anger to walk widi her 
here. And then, as the two figures crossed the patch of faint 
moonlight on the path, he saw the man’s uniform and the 
girl’s gleaming hair. He knew by the sudden intake in Kerc- 
nor’s breath that he had recognized them, too. It was Elisc, 
with the man Ehrlich. But Hearne no longer saw Elise. He 
was staring at Ehrlich. The expression on the German’s face 
was very different now, very different from that he had worn 
in a cellar of the town hall. Hearnc’s hand tightened on his 
gun : he fitted the silencer carefully over it, his eyes still on 
die German’s face. 

And then, as they passed a stone bench, Ehrlich pulled the 
smiling girl down on to it. Her head was thrown back and the 
hair was loose and soft, its thickness catching the toay beams 
of light throi^h the leaves overhead. She was laughing now. 

Kerenor stiffened. His lame foot slipped, and a twig snapped. 
Ehrlich looked quickly towards the bush behind which they 
were hidden. His hand left Elisc and went to his holster as he 
rose, peering into the darkness. 

" Kerenor stepped silently out of cover. Perhaps he felt dis- 
covery was inevitable and had decided to give Hearne the 
chance to get away. He limped slowly forward. Ehrlich’s 
gun was out. Elisc had risen, turning as she started to her 
feet. Hearne, still standing behind the thorn-bush, saw the 
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loose coat swing open as she turned, saw the whiteness of her 
body. Kerenor had seen, too. He halted, and his low voice 
lashed her dispassionately. The German smiled, and pointed 
his gun; but Kerenor ’s savage words didn’t halt. 

Hearne moved slightly to one side, so .that his aim might 
be completely accurate. The pang at his Iboulder as he raised 
his forearm was an imncccssary reminder of the cellar, of the 
torch which had lighted him as the three other men had held 
him down, of the amused face of Ehrlich behind the torch. 
There wouldn’t be any more cellars for Mr Ehrlich to preside 
over. There wouldn’t be much more of anything for Mr 
Ehrlich. His love-making was as practised as his torture, but 
there wouldn’t be any more of either for him. 

The German was still grinning. He motioned impatiently to 
Elise to stand away from him as he raised the revolver. 

His voice was as low as Kerenor’s. “ Trouble-seekers find 
trouble,” he began, and the girl laughed sofdy, her head 
thrown back, the white curve of throat outlined against the 
loose, thick hair. 

There was a thick hiss, a stiffening of the German’s 
shoulders. He was a marionette whose strings had been cut.l 
He sagged, slipped slowly to the ground. He lay as he had 
fallal. 

Elisc’s soft mocking laughter had halted. The parted lips 
stiffened to scream as terror gripped her throat, but the limp- 
ing footsteps had already reached her, and hands stronger than 
terror strangled her cry. Even after the last vague attempt to 
free herself from the death grip, even after the frenzy of her 

a glcs had given way to limpness, Kerdnor still held her 
tcd m his hands. The coat slipped from her bare 
shouldas. He dropped her suddenly, stood motionless, look- 
ing down at the red gold spilling over his feet, 

Hearne came forward from the thorn-bush. He touched 
Kcrinor’s arm gently. Kerenor did not move. 

** Hurry,” Hearne said. But Kerenor didn’t hear. 

“ Listen,” Hearne whispered urgently. “ How near are we 
to the north edge of the wood? ” 

Kerenor looked at him dully. All emotion had left his face. 
**Anodhicr five minutes.” His voice had all feelinsr cut out 
ofit. 
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** You get towards that side of the wood. When you hear a 
pistol-shot, start running, keeping to the shadows, using the 
trees. Get back to the north end of the Saint-Deodat road and 
reach your house. Now hurry. If you don’t, there will be 
hell to pay in Saint-Deodat.” 

The last sentence roused Kercnor. “ No. It will be simpler 
than that,” he said. “ I killed them both.” 

Hcarne’s patience was wearing thin. “ Don’t be a bloody 
fool. We don’t need martyrs, we need live men to fight,” 

“ What else is there to do? ” 

“ You’ll hear. Hurry. Make for the end of the wood. Keep 
on the grass. Don’t step on any earth. I’ll see you, some day, 
when I can get back here. Go on. I can’t get started until 
you are at the edge of the wood. I’ll time you.” 

Keretior moved hesitatingly. 

** If you don’t,” Hearne said, “ we’re all lost. You, and I, 
and Anne, and all of us. Go on! ” 

Kerenor disappeared into the shadows of the trees. Thank 
God he had enough sense left to move quickly, Hearne 
thought. He waited fpr five minutes, his back to a tree whose 
branches shaded him. He was probably as big a fool as 
Kercnor, with his noble offer to take the blame and the 
punishment. As if, thought Hearne, one victim would satisfy 
vengeance for the death of one German: ten for one was 
nearer it. Yet he himself was probably as big a fool. It would 
be easy to walk away through the night and leave Saint-Deodat 
with hell to pay : it would be easy, if you could /think that way. 
But you’d have to be one of the new super-race to be able to 
do it. 

The five minutes were up. The wood was silent. Hearne 
moved quickly from the shadow of the tree. He bent over the 
German and lifted the gun still gripped in the stiffening hand. 
It was the usual ugly, hole-tearing Liigcr. He twisted the 
Nazi’s arm and aimed the revolver at the neat puncture 
ringed with a dark, wet stain on the Nazi tunic. This time the 
report seemed like a crack of thunder in the quiet woods. Its 
echo hit the fields. Hearne only paused to note that the Liigcr 
had lived up to its reputation, and then he was running swiftly, 
silently, along the path which Kcr&or had taken. He could 
sec the fields once again. In the half-shadows of the clouded 
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moon they seemed empty. Kerraor must have got away. 
Thauk God for that, anyhow. 

But at the edge of the wood Ker6ior was waiting. He gave 
one of his old smiles as he saw Hearne, and then he was half 
running, half hobbling, by his side. Behind them, on the other 
side of the wood, the alarm had sounded in the camp. Hearne 
made for the first tree in the field. At least, they were free of 
the wood. It would soon be surrounded. But once they were 
far enough away from it, it would be a help to them. There 
was plenty of searching to be done there. They hurried 
through the night, black peace in front of them, danger behind 
them. Kerenor’s numbness had given way to grim fa talism 
He was keeping up the pace he had set himself, pausing, halt- 
ing, running, crouching as^ Hearne did, across the sloping, 
curving fields with their scattered trees and rambling hedges. 

At .last they had circled round the village and climbed the 
steep fields on its west side. Below them was SaiQt-DAidat, 
and Gu&ennec’s house lying at the end of a row of black 
shadows. 

“ Waste no time. Get indoors and stay there,” Hearne said 
between the heavy breaths which tore his lungs. 

Ker&or noddra. He was breathing with difficulty, too : 
dre^ of sweat clung to his eyebrows, 

“ Au revoir.’’ 

“ Au repair” 

There was a fumbled handclasp, and then Keraior was 
following the path down towards the road. 

Hc^ne climbed higher on the hill. . The clouds were pilin g 
up, hiding the quarter moon. When he turned to watch 
Ker&of he couldn’t sec him, but he knew the Frenchman 
was making his way along the backs of the buildings to reach 
the house of Guraennec. Hearne listened. There was no 
sound from the roadway or from that row of houses. Ker^or 
must be safe. 

He looked towards the meadows beyond the church. After 
the first alarm the Germans had been quiet enough. First, 
they would encircle the wood, for the sentries in the camp 
would identify it as the place from where the sound of a shot 
had come. And then they’d have to start searching carefully, 
working inwards frem the edge of the trees. If they did it 
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as thoroughly as he expected, then they would probably now 
be finding the bodies. There would be something of a scandal, 
too. The men who found Elise would have something to talk 
about for the next few weeks. Hearne’s lips tightened. Well, 
she had earned it, and there was a kind of f)oetic justice in the 
fact that the body she had loved so much had earned it for 
her. He was beginning to believe that Kerenor had still clung 
to the futile hope that, in some way, she might be innocent, 
that she had been misled by Corlay. Kerenor had held to his 
wishful thinking, until to-night. And then there had been no 
doubt left. 

Hearne paused as he reached the crest of the hill, and 
looked back at Saint-Deodat. It was a group of vague black 
shadows clustering under the proud towers of the church. 
This was the way it had been when he first crossed this hill 
four weeks ago. Then he had believed it incapable of change. 
It still looked the same, but the changes were there, as deep 
and powerful as they were invisible. 

The clouds had spread into a dull grey coating over the sky, 
and the first fine needle-spray of rain stung his cheeks. 

He left Saint-D^dat and crossed over the hill. 


CHAPTER XXVIII Fishcrmcn’s Rest 

T he greater part' of the town of Dinan stands securely within 
its walls, high on the edge of an escarpment a^ve the 
gorge of the River Ranee. But outside the walls, dowii at the 
water’s level where the boats trading from the coast come to 
anchor at the small wharves, there arc old houses beside the 
Gothic bridge, and expensive restaurants placed to catch the 
superb view. Marguerite’s cafe did not belong to that class. 
It was one of the smallest and oldest houses, whose front room 
served as an informal club for the men who worked on the 
boats. 

So the barge-woman had said, pointing to the quay. It 
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wasn’t far ; just across the cobbled wharf. There were one or 
two men loitering there already, waiting either to load or to 
unload some boat. If he hurried now he wduldn’t be noticed 
in this light. The men, he saw, wore old army jackets to 
shield them from the rawness of the cold dawn. This added 
to his confidence. He chose his moment, stepped quickly on 
to the wet paving-stones from the barge, and moved boldly 
towards Marguerite’s house! 

The barge, too old and too decrepit to have been com- 
mandeered by the Nazis, rested quiedy and innocently at its 
mooring-place. Already it had forgotten it had carried him 
four miles down the River Ranee to the Dinan quay. The 
woman who had helped him to cross the river was still stand- 
ing on the deck of the barge, waiting for the restaurant-keepers 
to come down to buy her small stock of produce. For the 
smart restaurants now had their clientele of German officers, 
and the vegetables and butter had to be fresh every day for 
them. Heame turned as he reached the narrow little house 
which the barge-owner had pointed out, and looked back. 
The woman moved as if to let him know she had seen him. 
He pulled his cap farther down on his head. . But neither of 
them waved. He wished she had taken the few francs 
Kerenor had given him; heaven knew she needed it, working 
that old tub by herself, with her husband dead and three 
children to feed. Her husband had been killed, she had said 
simply. In the war, Hearne had guessed, for when she saw 
his stained tunic and battered cap she had given him shelter 
at once. Another barge was slipping into its place beside the 
woman’s. It would have helped him too, she had said, if 
to explain why he mustn’t pay her. The barge-owners were 
now so accustomed to picking up stray men wandering near 
the locks on the canal that they kept a watch for them. It 
seemed as if many of the escaping men struck naturally 
towards the Ranee, knowing that its waters would lead them 
to Dinan, and then from there by wooded river-banks to the 
coast 

. Over the door of the house were slanting, fading letters, but 
they still spelled Marguerite . " Hearne turned down his jacket 
collar, wiped his face with his sleeve, and pulled the door 
gpickly behind him. The square room was small and 
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dimly lighted. It smelled of stale tobacco smoke and vinegar. 
Two men were sleeping slumped across one of the half-dozen 
small tables which had been jammed into the available floor 
space. A bar faced the door. Behind it were empty shelves, 
a fly-spotted mirror, a vase of large yellow paper daisies. On 
its left there was another door. On its right, a staircase. 

One of the men half raised his head from his arms, his eyes 
scarcely open, and then slumped back across the table. The 
other still choked and snored alternately. 

The door beside the bar opened, and a woman stood there. 
This must be rising time for her : she was still fastening her 
dress. Her black hair was plaited into two thin pigtails falling 
over each shoulder. She fastened the last button, twisted the 
meagre plaits of hair into a knot behind her head, and jammed 
them into place with the large hair-pins which she had been 
holding in her lips. That let her talk, anyhow. 

“ No food for an hour,” she announced. “ You can sleep at 
one of the tables.” She pointed a square hand to the two men, 

Heatne made his way past the crowding tables and stood 
in front of her. She was a short, broad-shouldered woman, 
almost as square in shape as her brother. She had his blue 
eyes, too, and the black hair without any greyness showing, 
although she must have been fifty at least. She even had the 
same laugh-wrinkles round her eyes and mouth, groovoi 
deeply into the coarse, tanned skin. She waited for him to 
speak, her hands on the place where her hips might once have 
been. ^ . 

“ Marguerite? ” Heafne asked. 

She nodded, watching him closely. < She fcouldn’t quite place 
him, but she would certainly know him again. 

** Le Trapu told me to come to his sister if I needed a place 
to rest.” 

“ Where did you meet him? ” 

“ Sailed with him two weeks ago from the Bay of Mont 
Saint-Michel.” 

He’s not here.” 

** I know. But he will be here to-night.” 

Her eyes flickered towards the table with the two sleeping 
men. 

** Did you come here for breakfast? ” 
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Hearne shook his head. 

She nodded over her shoulder, and he followed her through 
the door into the small room, which was a mixture of kitchen, 
bedroom, and sitting-room. It was surprisingly clean and neat, 
but the faint smell of vinegar still persisted. 

Hearne sat down on the wooden bench at the side of the fire- 
place. He looked at his filthy boots, the stained corduroy 
trousers. 

“ Are you waiting for him to arrive.? 

Hearne shook his head again. Not exactly. To-night I 
must travel again, and I wondered if I could stay here.” 

This isn’t an hotel.” 

“ Your brother said ” 

"‘Him! ” she snorted. “The trouble he gives me! ” But 
her voice was less annoyed than her words. 

“ He saici you could beat trouble any day,” Hearne said with 
a smile. 

“That man!” The tone was amiably contemptuous. 
“ He’s a sailor, and as stupid as they arc made. He wouldn’t 
know trouble if he was to meet it.” 

“ He’s a very good sailor.” 

“Him!” Her sisterly admiration was amusing enough, 
Hearne thought, but he hadn’t come here to be amused. He 
said, suddenly serious, “ I sent a message to Le Trapu, It 
should have reached him here yesterday morning before he 
sailed.” 

“ You did.? ” The voice was non-committal^, but the clever 
eyes were watching him curiously. 

“ Yes. And I wondered if the message reached him.” 

“ My God, how should I know? He never tells me any- 
thing.” She turned abruptly and began to fuss with a coffee- 
pot. 

“ Perhaps you know if the girl bringing the message arrived 
safely? ” 

“ A girl ? What arc you worrying about that for ? You look 
to me as if the only thing you should worry about is the Bochc. 
You’re as bad as ” 

“ Him,” Hearne finished quickly. “ But did this girl arrive ? 
And has she gone? ” 

“ You’re all the same, you men. A girl’s a girl. There’s a 
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dozen of them hanging round here every day. Can’t get the 
place cleared of Qiem. How should I know what girl.? ” 

“ She should have arrived in the early morning.” Hearnc’s 
voice was worried. Anne hadn’t got here; he was almost sure 
of that now. 

“ They often do.” 

‘‘ She has fair hair . . . blue-grey eyes ... a short nose 
with freckles : seven freckles.” He stopped short in embarrass- 
ment. God, he thought, such abject foolishness. What had 
happened to him? Blithering here like an idiot to this old pot, 
who wasn’t even bothering to listen to him. 

She finished cutting the small loaf of bread and dropped the 
slices into a shallow basket. “ Sounds as if that might be the 
same girl,” she said casually, but there was a gleam of laughter 
in her wrinkled eyes. 

Hearne sat quite still. He felt hollow inside. Some day, he 
thought, as he looked towards the solemn Marguerite, some 
day some one who needs sleep and food and information is not 
going to appreciate your sense .of humour. Some day some one 

will He restrained himself, and played her game. At 

least, Anne was safe so far. 

Here’s all the money I have,” he said with excessive calm. 
“ Will it buy me something to cat, and a place to rest imtil the 
night comes? And while I eat, would you tdl me what you 
know?” 

Marguerite looked at the money thrown on the table, and 
then looked at his white face. The calmness of his voice stung 
her into remorse. 

I don’t need your money,” she mumbled. You’ll need it 
yourself before you reach die coast.” And then she grew 
angry. “ What’s her name, you who come into my house and 
ask me questions and try to make me tell you things I’ll tell 
no one? ” 

“ Anne,” said Hearne, and he was smiling now. “ Anne.” 

“ And what is yours? ” 

She didn’t know my real name.” 

Marguerite had recovered her humour. “That’s what .she 
tdd me. Strange thing, I told her, to go gallivanting over the 
countryside for a man whose name she didn’t even know.” 
JBut her voice was kindly, and her eyes laughed at Hcarnc’s 



304 ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 

expression. “ Cheer up,” she said, “ I don’t blame you for 
getting angry with me. You don’t know my little ways. Take 
your money before I change my mind ! And here’s something 
to eat. You need it, I’m thinking.” 

“ How did you know I was going to the coast? ” Hearne 
rose stifSy and went over to the table. 

“ Well, she’s gone there.” 

** She’s gone} ” 

“Yes. Where did you think she was? Hiding under the 
bed? ” 

Hearne looked at her bleakly. “ Please tell me,” he said, 
“ just what happened when she came here. Was she all right, 
why did she leave so quickly, where did she go? Did she see 
your brother? ” 

Marguerite relented and forgot her little ways. “ I just had 
to know whether you were the man she told me about. I didn’t 
want to give the right information to the wrong man. You’ve 
got to be careful these days. Now here’s what happened . . .” 
She cut him a thin slice of sour cheese and poured some brown 
liquid into his cup; then she began the story — it was long, but 
neatly told. 

Anne had arrived, had seen Le Trapu and talked alone with 
him in this room. Then she had rested and changed her 
clothes, for her dress was covered with mud and dirt. She 
had left that dress here, and Marguerite’s niece had giveii her 
a blouse and skirt and wool jacket in exchange, for the dress 
was good rich cloth, and not the kind of material you could 
buy nowadays. Then, with some food wrapped inside her 
shawl, she had insisted on setting out again. It was ^11 right 
to travel in daylight, she had said, for she had a travel permit 
and money enoUgh. She had even insisted on leaving money 
to pay for the food she had had. She wanted to go away at 
once, it seemed, because otherwise she couldn’t reach the coast 
in time. • 

Hearne rose, and walked across to the fire-place. “ Just 
where, at the coast? ” he asked. He thought, Saint-Brieuc, no 
doubt: where else? 

“ She didn’t tell me that. You can talk with him about it — 
she discussed a lot of things with him in the hour before he 
mailed. He always had a soft spot for blue eyes and fair hair,” 



fishermen's rest 305 

“ I wonder i£ your brother will be here before 1 leave? 

“ He told me to keep you here until he came. He thought 
you would be here." 

Hearne looked up at that. “ He did, did he? " 

“ He did." She watched him curiously. “ Better come and 
finish your breakfast. Then you can sleep upstairs." 

Hearne came back to the table. There was still one im- 
portant thing to ask. “ Have you had any visits from the 
Boches? " 

Marguerite allowed herself another half-cup of the tasteless 
coffee. “ Patrols look into the bar every now and again to 
check up on the men thev find there, but they haven't found 
anyone yet who couldn’t oe accounted for. The Boches don’t 
come as customers, not after the first week. Our drinks didn’t 
agree with them. The other restaurants are bigger and smarter, 
and they get good food there. Here they have to eat what 
we’ve got to eat, and they don’t seem to enjoy it." She sud- 
denly laughed, and plunged into a long story of what had 
happened that first week when some soldiers had bought 
drinks at the bar. She had mixed them herself. The soldim 
gulped almost half the drink before they realized how bad it 
was. Then they swore she was trying to poison them. 

“ Me! ’’ Marguerite said, and picked up the last crumb of a 
crust with her wet forefinger. “ Me ! " She looked so out- 
raged, so indignant, that Hearne grinned. 

“ What then? ’’ he asked. 

“ Things looked bad. Yes," Marguerite admitted thought- 
fully, ** it was as dangerous as facing a herd of mad pigs in an 
orchard. Especially when a sergeant was called in. He took 
a swill, and then nis face puffed up till it; looked as ugly as 
his other end. It was hard to tell the difference : you couldn’t 
tell whether he was coming or going." She shook her head 
slowly, smiling broadly as she enjoyed the memory. 

And then? ’’ prompted Hearne again. This was one story 
he was going to hear the end of, anyway. 

Marguerite shrugged her broad shoulders. ‘‘Well, I pick 
up their glasses, one by one. And. I empty them slowly into 
three clean glasses, see? Then I hand two of them to Jacques 
H^mar and Yves Andhouard who are standing there at the 
bar watching everything. And I take the third glass myself. 
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And I say, ‘ Jacques and Yves, show them tow Bretons can 
drink ! ’ And, brfore their very eyes, the three o£ us swallowed 
the stuff down to the last dreg.” 

“Yes?” 

Marguerite looked at him quizzically. “ The Boches went 
away.” 

Hearne’s disappointment was her reward. She loved it. She 
cracked with laughter, smacking her hands in delight against 
her thick thighs. When she had quietened, and wiped the 
tears from her eyes, she said in a casual voice, “ But you should 
have seen HAnar and Andhouard and me standing in this 
kitchen ten minutes later, spewing our guts out.” She paused, 
and admired the effect on Hearne. “ Sh ! Not so loud,” she 
warned. “ But God knows you look as if you needed a good 
laugh. And sleep, too. Here,, get upstairs before these men 
outside waken and start shouting for something to eat.” 

Hearne followed her quietly upstairs. The small square 
room showed by the grey light from its narrow window a 
welter of acquisitiveness and thrift. He picked his way 
through the empty boxes, casks, bicycle parts, wi^e bottles, 
piles of newspapers, and broken ornaments; and looked care- 
fully out of the window. Back yard, he deaded. 

- “ If you leave by the window, tlw^’s a vme to^help. But 
don’t go upsetting my hydrangea poWm tJiW gfouil^” Mar- 
guerite said, and opened a pand in the wall, to reveal a: con- 
cealed bed. 

“ You should be as safe here as the others,” she said. “ Come 
on, get in. I’ve no time to waste.” 

Hearne looked doubtfully at the box bed, in spite of its 
cleanness, but climbed in obediendy. He put out his left arm 
instinctively as she shut the door. 

“ Don’t worry,” she said. “ You can open it from the inside. 
You can breathe, too. See? ” She pointed to the decorations 
across the top of the panel, carefully carved to make the 
ventilation holes look artistic. 

Her voice came through the panel. “ I’ll lock the room door, 
and I’ll make a holy row on^thc staircase if anyone who 
shouldn’^ tries to come up here. All you’ve got to worry about 
is the fleas the last man left behind him.” 

But if there were any, he didn’t notice them. He thought, 
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Sleep is impossible here, lying like a sardine in its dn. Yet 
it seemed only ten minutes later when Marguerite’s large- 
knuckled hand was shaking him impatiently to rouse him. 

“ He’s here,” she was whispering. “ He’s down at the 
boat, waiting to sail. The weather’s just right for it. Hurry.” 
Her words awakened him as thoroughly as a bucket of cold 
water. 

He stumbled cautiously across the room. By the light from 
the window, he guessed it must be almost night. Probably 

about nine o’clock. “ What ” he began, but she silenced 

him with a finger at her lips. 

“ He’ll explain when you are safely away,” she said. 

At the top of the narrow wooden stairs she halted him again. 
“I’ll go down first and start serving at the bar. Then you 
just come down quiedy and walk out. Don’t stop for a 
minute.” 

Hearne listened to the loud voices coimng up from the room 
beneath. “ Won’t it be dangerous for you iSE some one secs 
me? ” 

She shook her head impatiendy. “A man coming down 
these stairs doesn’t surprise them. They’ve come down them- 
selves.” She smiled and patted his shoulder. “ Now get to the 
boat. I’ll have some more stories for you next time you come 
back. And you can bring me some real coffee.” And then she 
was moving silendy down the staircase, her weight balancing 
from side to Side as she placed one foot carefully in front of 
the other. 

He waited until he heard her voice raised in a shout of 
laughter and the sound of glasses being clanked heavily down 
on the bar. A heavy blue haze of smoke filled the litde rpom. 
But no one turned to watch him slip out of the door, cutting 
off the warm, thick air and Marguerite’s story-telling as he 
closed it behind him. 

A cold wind ripped the darkness. He paused in the shadows 
of the overhanging caves of the last house in that row. Across 
the narrow cobbled street was the wharf. From the large 
restaurant farther along the river-bank came the ebb and flow 
of music. His eyes searched for the outlines of the boat. There 
she was, pulling gently against the mooring rope. He gauged 
the distance with his eye. It would take only ten seconds of 
u 
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quick movement. He gathered his confidence and a deep 

breath, and walked smartly across the quay. 

There seemed to be no one on board, but a hand pulled him 
down behind a heap of sails and covered him loosely with their 
folds. 

Half an hour,” Le Trapu whispered, “ and it will be dark 
enough to sail.” 

Hearne pushed aside enough of the sail to breathe. He lay 
and listened to the rise and fall of the violins from the restau- 
rant, the lapping of the tide’s ripples against the boat’s sides. 
Once he heard marching feet, and held himself ready to slip 
into the cold water. But the feet marched on, and his tense 
muscles relaxed again. 

Before the moon had risen the boat was moving gently into 
mid-channel. The dark banks of the river rose steeply on 
either side. The wind which had cut through his jacket, as he 
had left Marguerite’s house, now filled the sails. It was only 
then that Le Trapu left the other man to steer the boat and 
came forward to talk fo him. 

He gave Hearne a nod of recognition, and sat down silently 
beside him. 

Where are we bound? ” Hearne asked. 

“ You ought to know.” 

Hearne looked at the square-s^ face vrith its growth 
of hair on the jaw. “ Do you? ” 

Le Trapu raised his eyebrows and shi^ged his shoulders. 

The boy Etienne brought me back an answer to take you to 
Saint-Lunaire.” 

Hearne relaxed. “ Brought me bade,” Le Trapu said. That 
meant Anne’s message had got through to Etienne. Hearne 
asked, “ Answer to what? 

” If I should sail you thare.” 

Hearne was silent, trying to puzzle that one out. 

Le Trapu spoke again. It was the girl’s idea. She said you 
were hurt, that the Boches had got you for a while. She 
thought you might come to Dinan, although she hadn’t wanted 
you to come, because you’d want to make sure of that message. 
So I asked the boy Etienne what was I to do. And he came 
back with the message to take you to Saint-Lunaire if I found 
you.” 
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“ Did the girl say where she was going? ” 

“ To the coast.” 

That was as much as he knew already, thought Hearne. He 
stared moodily at a patch on the sail. After the strain of 
worrying about these last miles, it was a strange feeling to sit 
in a boat and feel them floating past. That was like life . . . 
you worried and you schemed, you sweated and you suffered, 
and then something quite different happened, and all your 
careful plans were just so much sawdust. 

“ Vm giving you a devil of a trouble,” Hearne said. 

^‘No trouble. It’s quicker this way. Three 'hours, four 
hours perhaps in all. It is simple. No trouble.” The Breton 
was equally awkward. He rose and moved to the stern, as if 
he were afraid of further thanks. 

Hearne lay still, his eyes watching the river-banks, his mind 
filled with cross-currents of emotion. The wooded gorge gave 
way to sloping fields and woods, and small, dark, huddling 
villages. As they passed them stringing along the river-banks, 
Hearne remembered L’Etoile d’Or. He wondered how Jules 
was getting on. He’d make a good boss if he married that girl 
behind the bar ; she was the one to give him the confidence he 
needed. It was strange to think of big Louis’ body anchored 
in the mud and slime at the bottom of this river. It was strange 
to think that they might even be sailing over what was left of 
it — for the estuary was now broadening, the banks were widen- 
ing, and there was the hard, square shape of the first big town 
on the right bank. Hearne, stretching his cramped legs pain- 
fully in the bottom of the boat, felt the spray sting his face, and 
smelled the first real saltness. 

Lc Trapu came forward, and pointed to the distant bank. 

Saint-Servan, and then Saint-Malo,” he said. “ From now 
on I’ll be busy. Once I get her out between Saint-Malo and 
Dinard, I’ll talk to you again.” And then he had gone back 
to the tiller. 

Hearne, remembering the picturesque shapes on his map of 
this river’s estuary, felt a chill going through his body which 
didn’t come from the wind. In Ais darkness, with white clouds 
chasing each other across the sky, with the slice of moon and 
scattered stars still struggling to break through the heavy drift 
of mist, he didn’t feel like talking much. He only half smiled 
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at Le Trapu*s canniness : no chickens being counted here before 
they were hatched. ‘ Once I get her out. 111 talk to you again.’ 
Anything they planned before this getting-out business might 
be just a waste of breath. It might, thought Hcarne, as he 
felt the boat rise and fall and shiver as the strong currents tried 
to pull her their own way. It might, but it wasn’t going to 
turn out like that. He concentrated on that thought, as if by 
keeping his mind fixed on arriving at Saint-Lunaire the boat 
would be bound to get there. 

He could see the black shapes of curving, rocky peninsulas, 
of scattered islands like so many boulders dropped into a pool 
of racing currents. Once the moon struggled free of its shroud 
long enough to throw a sickly gleam on the water. Hearnc 
wished it hadn’t, for the Marguerite appeared to be heading 
straight into a whirlpool, and between diem and the cliffs of 
the more were needles of rock round which the cross-currents 
fought and slavered. If he only knew more about sailing a 
boat, he thought, he wouldn’t need to imagine himself as a 
steersman. Perhaps he could relax then, and lot Le Trapu 
manage it all by himself. There was only one thing which gave 
him any pleasure : the little boat’s speed had increased. At this 
rate they would soon be in die open Channel and then Saint- 
Lunaire was only three or four miles to the of them. The 
salt spray covered him as^ the Marguerite suddoily ploughed 
across a stretch of broken water. Hearne was relieved that the 
moon hadn’t tacdcssly emerged at that point, to show him 
just ho^ broken it was. And then the boat plunged forward 
again;: the water against its side ^topped jabbing at the planks, 
and hissed as it streamed smoothly past. 

Hearne was startled to hear a voice bellowing in his car. 

“ We’re out now,” Le Trapu explained. 

“ Thank God,” Hearne said, imclenching his hand from the 
mast and relaxing. “ I’m all worn out, steering. I’d rather 
meet a German patrol, any day.” 

That amused Le Trapu. Each to his own job,” he said 
politely. 

“ Didn’t know a boat was so damned noisy,” Hearne said. 
“ All creaks and sighs and groans.” 

‘‘Nice litde breeze. And nice moon. It was bad for us 
when it came out for a few moments.” 
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“ When do we reach Saint'Lunaire? ” 

“ Very soon. If the light were better, and thank God it isn’t, 
you would be seeing the way the rocks stick out between the 
two bays. ' I’ll take you to the west bay.” 

Hearne nodded. “ That’s the one farther away from the 
town,” he said. “ That’s the one.” 

“ We’ll run in as near the coast as we can. You can wade 
ashore. Good sand, big dunes, and no houses. You can lie up 
there quiedy all to-morrow.” 

“ Yes,” said Hearne. That waiting wasn’t going to be much 
fun. He couldn’t allow himself to sleep. He’d just lie and 
worry about this job: worry how he could have done more, 
or could have done it better. Not that it mattered now at this 
stage, but at least it would keep him from thinking about 
himself. And his personal thoughts were far from pleasant at 
the moment. It had to be this way. The job came first : it had 
to. Damn it all, he said to himself, why do you have to keep 
persuading yourself about that? You know it’s first. You 
can’t think of Anne or yourself until it’s all over. When you 
chose this kind of work, you were choosmg a moment like this, 
even if you didn’t know it He looked at the black streak of 
coast-line, with the darkness hiding the arcs of sand pointed by 
cliffs. Perhaps Anne would follow that store road to Saint- 
Brieuc, perhaps she might even think of him as she looked 
over the waters. Shut up, he told himself savagely, shut up. 
She had only been kind to him because she was kind. She 
couldn’t help but be svvect and gende. If she had felt the way 
he felt, then she would have waited at Marguerite’s house in 
Dinan. She would at least have said good-bye. Shut up, he 
said to himself again. He should know it was better that she 
didn’t wait, that she didn’t say good-bye. Now he could stop 
sentimentalizing, and prepare for a cold swim. That would 
cool his brain for him. 

“ Saint-Lunaire. East bay,” Lc Trapu said, pointing. 
Hearne looked, but there was nothing but blackness, per- 
haps at the most a faint smudge of grey where the sand of the 
bay swept out to the sharp teeth of the rocky peninsula. There 
was no doubt about that spine of rock. Its cliff rose darkly up 
in a savage line against the sky, as if to protect the town shelter- 
ing back in the mainland. 
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Le Trapu’s man was bringing the boat in a wide sweep 
round the headland now, into the second bay. Le Trapu was 
working swiftly and furiously with the sails. Their speed 
slackened. They drifted towards the long grey curve of sand, 
growing greyer and wider. Behind it was a stretch of soft 
darkness. Golf courses, Hearne remembered from his map. 
Miles of them. This was the place. 

Their speed slackened still more, they were almost drift- 
ing in. 

Le Trapu was beside him again. “ Can’t risk any farther. 
Can you swim?” « 

“Yes.” 

“ Good. It’s very shallow. Stay in the dunes all day. Don’t 
leave them. -They’re safe.” 

Afterwards Hearne remembered ^ the insistence of the 
Breton’s voice. But at the time he only nodded, and slipped 
ov^ the edge of the boat, holding his gun in his right h^nd. 
Only the left arm was good for swimming, anyhow* He hung 
on to the side of the boat for a moment, Le Trapu bending over 
to hold die left hand secure. 

** Bonne chance alors. Au revoir,” he said, and released his 
grip on Hearnc’s hand. Hearne drew his kaec« uj\to his chest, 
his feet against the side of the boat He shovra ag£unst it, and 
felt himself glide out into the water free of the boat He 
paddled softly ivith his left arm, as he felt for the sand and 
touched nothing. Six strokes later, he felt again and touched 
bottom. He waded slowly in over the long stretch of shallow 
water, keeping only his head and his right hand above water 
until he was forced to change to crawling on his knees. At the 
water’s edge, he came in with a curling breaker, and rolled flat 
on the sand. The wave’s last flow licked his face as he turned 
his head to watch the boat. He could see it only because he 
knew it was there. Already it was swinging out. Soon it 
would be just another fishing-boat crossing the bay. 

He gathered breath, and started the long, slow crawl over the 
cold sand. When he got back to England, he could start think- 
ing about the pain which gripped his right shoulder, about the 
spasm which lagged at his back muscles. He lay over on his 
Im side and wrung the water out of his jacket pocket and 
slipped the gun back into it. He needed his right hand free — 
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such as it was. Then, with his face muscles set in an ugly grin 
which had nothing to do with amusement, he pulled his body 
over the shore. 

It was heavy going, for the dripping clothes and swamped 
boots had the weight of lead; and he was weaker than he had 
thought. In spite of the constant efEort and movement, he was 
deathly cold and shivering uncontrollably by the time he 
reached the first curving bank of sand. He rested there. Then 
he pulled himself up over its soft face towards the waving 
spikes of grasses. Twice he slipped, and dug in with his knees 
and elbows to stop himself from sliding back to the shore. 
But at last he had his left hand round the toughness of the 
grasses. They /cut into his flesh as they took the weight of his 
body, but he was over the last lip of the dune and he let him- 
self roll gently down its grass side until he rested at the bottom 
of its hollow. There were bushes near. He crawled over to 
the largest clump. Gorse-bushes. Painful, he thought, but at 
least safe. He groaned to himself, and looked for the easiest 
entrance to the sweet-scented tangle. 

And then he heard a step. A careful step, as if some one had 
halted uncertainly. 

Oh, God, he thought despairingly. He forced his right hand 
into his pocket. He rolled over quickly on his side, aiming at 
the half-crouching figure. It moved forward as he steadied 
himself. 

The whispered words were like the touch of the wind on the 
tall grasses round him. 

I was watching for you.” 

That was all; but his heart leaped, and he forgot the throb- 
bing shoulder and the coldness and the numbing sickness. 

“ Anne,” he whispered. 

And then she had slipped, as quietly as she had come, down 
to where he lay. “ Anne,” he said, and gripped her so that he 
felt her bones yielding under the pressure of his arm and heard 
the short gasp as the breath left her body. 

“ Anne,” he whispered again, and kissed her. 



3M 


ASSIGNMENT IN BRITTANY 


CHAPTER XXIX End of a Mission 

T he spreading gorsc-bush grew at the foot of a short, 
steep bank, bearded with tall, waving grasses. Its heavy 
branches swept to the ground at its front and sides; at its back, 
they clutched the top of the bank and trailed beyond. They 
formed a perfect, but painful, screen, Hearne thought, as he 
forced the stubborn branches apart and held them that way 
until Anne, her hair protected by her rough woollen jacket, 
could reach the free space of ground between the roots and the 
bank. Then he entered the thorny tangle, letting the branches 
fall to the earth again behind him. They had torn his hands 
and lashed his shoulders, but the shelter they offered was safe, 
Anne was lying on the sparse, stubby grass which forced its 
way up through the sand. He stretched himself carefully 
beside her. It was too dark to see her face, but the arm which 
he had thrown round her measured her heart-beats. His left 
hand pulled the jacket back from her hair. It was no longer 
tightly braided; its soft, loose silk covered his fingers. 

“ I can’t even see it,” he said bitterly# Airf I can’t sec your 
face properly. There’s only a black outline which is you. And 
we’ll have to talk in whispers, and we dare hardly move in case 
we lose an eye.” He looked up at the dark mass of branches 
sweeping arc-wise above their heads to reach the steep bank 
behind diem. Hell of a lover I arn, bringing you into a place 
Ukethis.” 

She laughed softly. “ I like it,” she said. I feel safe here. 
And I feel so happy.” Suddenly the laughter in her voice 
stifled, and he knew she was crying. 

“ Ahne darling,” he said. “ Anne ! ” 

“ I’m just so happy,” she repeated. “ I thought Le Trapu 
was never coming, that he had missed you after all, that you 
had both becii caught. And then the light was so bad, and the 
clouds made so many shadows on the bay that there might 
have been fifty fishing-boats there or none at all. Then the 
clouds thickened and a mist moved in from the sea. Even at 
the very end, I wasn’t sure it was you. By the time I left the 
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dune where I was lying, and hurried along to where I thought 
I had seen you go, I began to imagine that I had been dream- 
ing, And then, I found you.” 

Hcarne, his lips touching the smooth cheek, didn’t answer. 
He was thinking of the danger Anne had been in, of the risks 
she had taken. At last he said, his voice now normal, “ How 
long did yo4 wait? ” 

“ I came this afternoon. There were others walking on the 
sands of the bay, so it was quite safe. Near the rocks beside the 
town there were German soldiers.” A hint of laughter entered 
her voice. “ They were trying to learn to swim, I watched 
them from the dunes, as some other people were doing. I just 
sat.down there, and the tall grasses were higher than my head, 
and no one noticed me. After an hour, I moved farther back 
into the grasses, and I lay there in the sunshine, waiting for 
the darkness.” 

“ Any other Germans? ” 

“ Some on leave from the town were walking along the sand. 
They kept looking at the sea.” 

“ What about &e golf course? ” 

Some Boches were playing there. Madame Chevel said 
they were staying in the big hotels, and in the villas the 
Parisians used to own. The Casino is filled with them every 
night. People believe something is going to be started here 
very soon, because a lot of boats have been bringing loads to 
the small quays on the other bay. Some say it’s' ammunition, 
and some say building material. But every one seems to think 
the Germans’ holiday will soombe over, and that there’s going 
to be work here for them. There arc a lot of soldiers in 
the town, and on the beach in the other bay in front of the 
Casino.” 

Who is Madame Chevel ? ” 

“I stayed with her last night. When I arrived in Saint- 
Lunaire, I was hungry, so I joined a queue outside a baker’s 
shop. There was a woman like Albertine standing beside me. 
That was Madame Chevel.” 

“You’ve only to smile and wrinkle this nose of yours, 
Anne ” — ^hc kissed it and won a little laugh-— and even the 
Albertines offer yon shelter.” 

“ It wasn’t my smile; it was what I said to her when three 
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soldiers inarched past the length of the queue, went into the 

shop, and came out eating the last pies/’ 

Hcarne laughed, too, and ran his hand over the soft hair 
lying so close to him. “ And where is Madame Chevel now ? ” 
“ Asleep in her little house. And I am on my way to my 
aunt at Saint-Brieuc.” 

Hearnc was silent. He was wondering if all women were 
naturally adept at this kind of game. First, there had been 
Elise, and noXv here was Anne, who, for a different cause but 
with much the same skill, had managed to plan her way to the 
coast. Plan his way too : he owed much to her cleverness and 
foresight. 

What*s wrong? ” Anne was asking. She stretched her free 
arm across his shoulders. “ Oh,” she said, “ you are cold, so 
cold. And you’ve let your bandage slip out of place.” The 
concern in her voice pleased him. 

“ I’m warmer than I was. I’m feeling better every minute.” 
He tightened his grip on her waist. Darling, why did "you 
come here? ” 

I wanted to see you.” Anne, so direct, so honest. No hedg- 
ing. Just * I wanted to see you.’ There was a pause, and then 
the whispered voice was so low that he could hardly hear it. 
“ I had to see you leave safely. If I, had gone to, my aunt’s 
house, I should never have known that you had even rea!ched 
here. I should never have l^nown what had happened to you.” 
** And what happens to me . . . does it mean so much? ” 
Anne was silent 

Does it mean so much ? ” he repeated. 

I kissed you,” she said, in a very small voice. 

His left arm, encircling her waist, pulled her closer. 
** Darling,” was all he said. 

And then, later, “ If kisses show how much, then you know 
now how much it means to me, too.” He kissed her once more. 
** I couldn’t be sure, Anne. Fm a jealous kind of chap. I 
worried about you being engaged to Corlay. . You aren’t the 
kind of a girl to let herself get engaged to a man without having 
liked him enough at one time. Then I thought you had been 
kind to me because you were sorry for me, or because you 
hated the Boches so much, or both. It wasn’t until I saw you 
out there among the dunes that 1 let myself think of anything 
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more. Even yet, I can^t quite believe that you love me; you’ll 
have to say it^ to make me believe it.” 

“ Why do you want to believe it? ” Her cheek was warm 
with the hot blood under the fine, smooth skin. Her heart was 
again pounding against his arm, her voice was half laughing, 
half serious. 

“ Because,” he said simply, I am coming back here after 
the war ends. And if Fm coming back, I want to know you’ll 
be here.” 

“ Yes,” she said slowly. ‘‘ I’ll be here. I’ll stay at Saint- 
Bricuc and watch for you coining from England. After the 
war . . This time the tears which came could not be con- 
trolled or explained away. She caught him convulsively and 
buried her face in his shoulder. It was his right shoulder, and 
it hurt like hell, but Hearne found a fierce pleasure in the pain. 

“ After the war,” he said firmly, “ I’ll be here even if I have 
to swim across.” His voice was calm, determined. 

Anne had stopped crying. “ Your arm! ” she said, suddenly 
remembering. “ Your shoulder! ” Her hands were gently 
feeling for the bandage, gently arranging it to make his 
shoulder more comfortable. 

“ I’d rather have your head than a bandage,” he said. Leave 
it, Anne. There’s still one question I’d like to know the answer 
to. It keeps haunting me. Were you ever in love with Ber- 
trand Corlay? ” 

Anne’s words were clear and direct. I wanted to fail in 
love with him, at one time. I thought I cbuld. B>ut I didn’t.” 

“ Why did you want to fall in love with him? ” 

She bent over suddenly to kiss his cheek. ** Because I was 
young, and he was so very good-looking.” 

What? Corlay ? He’s as ugly as — well ” He halted 

in embarrassment. 

** Then only you think so.” She kissed him again. You 
are the strangest man.” 

“Why?” 

“ You keep silent when I want you to talk. And when you 
do talk, you ask questions.” 

“Do I?” 

“Yes.” 

“ But I’ve so much to find out about you. There’s so much 
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I want to know. First tell me how much you love me, then 
tell me about you . . . everything you can remember, little 
things, anything.*' 

“ First, you must tell me how much you love me. You will 
teach me how to say it. That will give me courage.” 

He said seriously and gendy, “ Do you ever need courage, 
Anne} ” 

“ Sometimes.” 

He kissed her. “ I don’t think words are very adequate for 
this moment.” 

No? ” She was half laughing. 

No.” He was half serious. 

Later, she said, And I can’t even say your name. You’ve 
never told me it.” It wasn’t an indirect question : it was 
a simple statement, tinged with surprise and melancholy. 

Martin,” he answered, “ Martin ” He halted. “ The 

other name you will know later, Anne. Later, when it is 
safe for you to know it. Now I must just be Martin.” 

“ Martin,” she repeated, giving it the French pronunciation. 

Martin.” Her finger traced a line across his forehead and 
down the side of his cheek. 

Hearnc stiffened suddenly. He laid a finger across her lips. 
They lay in silence, straining to catch any sound. At last 
Hearnc relaxed. ” Thought I heard feet crumpling shells on 
the shore,” he explained. They listened again. 

At last Hearne spoke softly. ** You didn’t know my name, 
you still only know half of it; you don’t know what kind of 
job I have, or how much money I make or don’t make; you 
have scarcely seen me except when I was worried, or tired, or 
smelling of fish, or all bloodied up. And now I’ve chosen a 
gorse-bush to drag you into, and my wet clothes are leaving a 
damp trail of sea-water over you, and the sand is still sticking 
to a week’s growth of beard, and yet you say you’ll marry me. 
God, however did I have the luck to find you? ” His eyes, 
now accustomed to the blackness round them, tried to sec her 
face more clearly. His lips touched her eyes and hair. 

” There arc so many things to-——” he began, and then 
halted. We’ve so little time left.” 

** At least 'we’ve until dawn, and then through the day, and 
then through the evening, until darkness comes again.” 
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“ No, Anne. You can’t wait all that time. You must go 
before light breaks. You must be on the road to Saint-Brieuc 
by morning. You must.” 

She lay very still. 

At last she said, Can’t I even wait on the dunes, just to see 
you leave? ” 

“Anne, darling, I’d only worry about you. Better reach 
your aunt. If I only had time I’d take you there and see you 
into her house.” 

At first she didn’t speak. And then the soft voice had tight- 
ened. “ How long have we together, then? ” 

Half an hour, or an hour at die very most, Hearne thought, 
with his heart as cold as the damp clothes clinging to his body. 
He said, “ Not long enough for any more talk, my love,” and 
kissed the smooth outlines of her face. “ Not even for the 
reasons why I adore you.” Her skin was soft as a child’s. Her 
hair smelled of sunshine and fresh winds. 

They both flinched when they heard the explosion. Anne 
had instinctively tightened her arms round his peck, wincing 
as one of them scraped against the sharp-edged spines of gorse. 

“ Something’s gone up,” Hearne said. “ Something’s blown 
sky-high. About two miles away, beyond the town. What the 
devil could that be ? ” 

“ The litde docks on the cast bay, where the river runs into 
the sea,” Anne suggested. “Madame Chevcl said that was 
how they were bringing the ammunition — ^by boat. But it’s 
all guarded : there arc soldiers there.” 

Hearne nodded. He was alert, listening. 

“ What’s that? ” Anne asked, flinching again. 

“ Riflc-fhc over there. Sounds like machine-guns, too. What 
the dickens is this, anyhow? ” He struggled to a kneeling 
position, his head and shoulders bent, his hands still holding 
Anne. 

Then they heard the footsteps, running footsteps, footsteps 
coming near them, footsteps coming from the golf course 
behind them. Again there was rifle-fire, but this time stray 
shots sounded from this side of the town in counterpoint to the 
continuous staccato beat from the east bay. 

“ Hell’s broken loose,” Hearne said. “ I’m going out for a 
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look-see.*' He started to crawl forward to the place where he 
had found their entrance. 

‘‘ Perhaps your friends? *' Anne said. 

He shook his head. “ They wouldn’t make all this racket. 
They do it very differendy. Sounds to me like a raiding party.” 
He thought grimly, It would he just my luck to have chosen 
to leave Saint-Lunaire on the night after a pre-arranged 
raid. 

The footsteps were farther away now. As Hearne parted 
the branches cautiously, he heard some one fall, and then diere 
was a torrent of descriptive adjectives. 

British,” he said to Anne. And then, in alarm, “ They’re 
going away.” He stooped down to help her rise. He ripped 
her cardigan from the thorns. To their right they saw the dis- 
appearing heads and shoulders of the two last soldiers, as they 
jilmped down on to the shore. 

“ Hurry, darling, hurry,” Anne said, quick, quick,” He 
took her hand and together they raced for the edge of the dune. 
From somewhere behind them, perhaps from the hotel across 
the golf course, came a furious burst of firing. 

Keep low! ” he urged, and slid over, the end of the dune, 
dragging Anne him. She was talking so quickly he could 
hardly separate the words. . . _ , 

“ Good-bye, darling, good-bye. And come back. Martini ” 
But even as she was speaking he had to whistle shrilly to the 
running figures. Three boats near the beach. From the other 
side of the rocky peninsula flames were rising, and the firing 
was heavier. 

Ouc of the soldiers had heard him. He stopped and half 
turned. Hearne waved his left hand, and whistled again. The 
officer bringing up the rear also halted and looked round, and 
then waved in turn. Urgently. The rifle-shots were coming 
nearer now. A machine-gun crackled on this side of the town, 
too. The rifle-shots were coming nearer. 

" Go on, darling,” Anne said. “ I’ll be waiting at Saint- 
Brieuc.” The officer waved again. Hearne could hear him 
swearing as he waved. He crushed Anne’s hands convulsively. 
He couldn’t speak. He turned and ran towards the four 
soldiers who were waiting for him. 

He remembered her as he ran, standing quite still, her back 
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against the dune, her hand frozen in mid-air. She would be 
smiling. If he could see, she would be smiling. 

Hearne turned to look towards her for die last time. She 
hadn’t moved. Her hand was still upraised. 

And then, from where he now stood, he could see the moving 
shadows as well as hear the sound of their rifles. They’d get 
her. If she stayed behind, they’d find her. The moving line 
spread thinly, unevenly, but still dangerously, towards the 
shore. 

Hearne started to run back to the dunes. Behind him he 
heard the officer’s voice raised angrily. The bullets were find- 
ing range now. Sand spurted to tiie side of him. ** Anne,” he 
called. “ Anne. Come. Quick.” And she was running 
towards him. She seemed to stumble just as she reached him, 
but his arms were ready and caught her, and then holding her 
round the waist, her arm resting on his shoulder, he pulled her 
with him towards the four waiting soldiers. 

"‘What the bloody hell do you think you’re playing at?” 
said the officer. He looked at Anne. “ But what’s all this? ” 
Then, looking at Anne, he was suddenly silent, and stepping 
to her other side crossed arms with Hearne to sweep her along 
between them. They were in the water now, the surf round 
jtheir feet, the breaking wave catching their waists. Beyond the 
waves at the edge, it was shallow and smooth. 

The officer was talking all the time. “ Good show ! ” he was 
saying. “ Not bad at all. We gave ’em a pincer movement all 
right. Pinced them with their panzers down! ” He looked 
approvingly towards the red semicircle of sky beyond the 
rocky peninsula. “ I wonder how many the others got on 
that side,” he went on. “ We nabbed three officers from the 
hotel, and disposed of the rest. They are in that boat moving 
out there. But, of course, that other bay’s the really exciting 
one.” He nodded casually to the east. “ Casino’s over there, 
jammed full of them. And there’s the town, too. Well, we’ll 
soon know what happened.” His calm voice had brought 
them to the boat, and the bullet splashes were now behind 
them. 

The boat curved out into the bay to follow the others. 

The roar of its engine hid the clatter of machine-guns from 
the beach. The water shoreward was cut and furrowed. 
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"‘Gawd, throwing stick grenades and all,’* a soldier said. 
“ Everything but the kitchen sink.” A second voice said “ No 
good! ” wiA mock concern. “ Wouldn’t they like us to fire at 
them and show them what to hit? Poor old Jerry can’t get on 
the target . . . what a blee-ding shame! ” Other voices were 
talking, too, coimting wounds, remembering jokes, now that 
they were leaving the bay with a flaunting trail of foam behind 
them. 

But Hearne, kneeling beside Anne, heard neither the roar 
of the engines, not the broken rhythm of the machine-guns 
on the beach, nor the jubilant voices of the men. He only 
heard the strangled breathing of the girl, only felt the warm 
trickle of blood from her mouth. He watched the face of the 
man who had pushed him aside, watched the skilful fingers 
working by the ghastly light of the flares straining their way 
up into the sky. 

The oflScer returned from his tour of the crowded boat. 
“ Worst is over now,” he said as he boked down at Anne. 
“ We got her in time, I think. By the way, do you happen 
to be Matthews’ young man who was to be picked up on 
Saturday? Matthews was fuming when he found we had this 
operation all planned for to-night. Might have been nasty if 
you had crossed the Nazis’ traS when they were on the war- 
path.” 

Hearne shook his head. Better that than this. Better that 
than Anne lying at his feet with a bullet in her lung. He 
pressed her hand convulsively. 

She opened her eyes, and he knew there would be a smile 
in them if he could see clearly. 

The last flare filtered away. Above them was the drone of 
planes, searching in vain. The stark coast of Brittany had 
darkened into the night. But the coldness had left his heart. 
Within his grasp, Anne’s hand moved gently, hopefully. 
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